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DEDICATION. 

Let him not say he knows the way 
To thread this world of strife, 

Who lone doth go, through weal and woe. 
Without a loving wife. 

For who can ease the stormy breeze 

In every home so rife, 
As she who shares our joys and cares, 

The true and loving wife ? 

So thus to thee, who faithfully 

Hast cheered my daily life, 
I dedicate, though crude its state, 

This volume, dearest wife. 



TO THE PUBLIC. 

"Weak Moments!" Reader, do not dare 
To say thou know*st not* what they are ; 
For if thou dost I must forsooth 
Deny thou speakest quite the truth ! 
The mortal breathes not on this earth, 
Who can proclaim that from his birth 
He ne*er has felt that curious strain 
Entitled weakness of the brain. 

So I alike with others must 
Confess I am but mortal dust, 
Which ye, dear public, will perceive 
If ye have heart the task t' achieve 
Of reading o'er these poems, writ 
At times when I was sorely hit 
By brain affection, so to speak. 
And which I term my " Moments Weak." 

A song there is, by whom compos'd 
I know not, but each verse is clos'd 
With this exceeding quaint refrain, 
As sung of maiden by her swain : 



viii To the Public. 

" And then I kiss'd my love so true, 
Because I'd nothing else to do !" 
And thus it likewise was with me 
In western clime across the sea ; 
Alone, without a single friend, 
The days seem'd ne'er to have an end. 
Until one day the thought arose 
That fancies of the brain in prose^ 
(For none but poets born sublime 
E'er think in metre or in rhyme !) 
Might 'chance be turned into verse. 
You'll say, I fear, " Bad now is worse !" 
tt may be so, but bear in view, 
" I'd really nothing else to doi" 
And then I'm sure you won't assail 
Poor me with critic's threshing flail, 
But kindly every fault explain 
As offspring of a weaken'd brain ! 




WEAK MOMENTS. 



A DAY IN BARRACKS. 

The Barrack Square looks quite forlorn, 
For straggling light of early morn, 
As night's dark mantle is withdrawn, 
Marks day has just begun to dawn. 
Silence profound reigns all around ; 
Within the walls is heard no sound 
Except the sentry's measured tread. 
Who walks his beat, and longs for bed. 

But, hark ! what is that bugle-call ! 
Which echoes flings from wall to wall. 
And wails its dreary mournful sound, 
Amid that silence so profound ? # 
It is Reveille's morning blast 
To show the hours of sleep are past, 
And tell Mars' brave and slumb'ring son, 

1 
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2 A Day in Barracks. 

His daily work has now beg^n. 

The sentry on the guard-room door 

Shouts " Guard, turn out !" with husky roar. 

Within we hear that well-known rumble, 

As, half awake, with mutter'd grumble 

And many a yawn, the men out tumble. 

Soon hum of voices greets the air, 

As soldiers rise and quick prepare 

To clean their rooms, arrange their cots, 

And brush their clothes ; some take out spots 

That oiT their kerseys tell a tale 

Of public-houses, beer and ale. 

That gash on chin of Private Frazer 

Marks shaky hand in use of razor, 

And that the man to drink a slave 

E'er finds it difficult to shave. 

But now we hear the " Ration Call," 

And ord'rly men of messes, all 

Quick leave their rooms, with footsteps fleet. 

To draw their daily bread and meat. 

The men' around the butcher press. 

Receive the meat for each room's mess, 

And as each man his quota gets 

'Tis quickly stow'd away in nets. 

The baker, loaves around him spread, 

Then serves to each the ration bread. 



A Day in Barracks. 

Now comes the bugle for parade, 
Which must be rapidly obey'd. 
Those not for duty fall in quick ; 
The rolls are call'd ; men " going sick " 
Are march'd to hospital, and then 
The sergeant-major calls the men 
T' " attention," and reports collects. 
The adjutant now soon directs 
The drill he wishes to be done. 
Thus is the first parade begun. 

At eight the breakfast bugle sounds ; • 
The Sub on duty makes his rounds. 
In every room his watchful eye 
Things not in order quick will spy. 
He asks the men if they've complaints. 
And if they have, he soon acquaints 
Himself if these be false or true ; 
If right, he gives the man his due. 
That is, if he the pow'r has got 
To settle it upon the spot, ^ 

If false, a man will find, forsooth ! 
That soldiers must be taught the truth. 

At nine the bugle goes for guard ; 
The soldier deems this duty hard, 
With perfect truth ; and well he may. 
For all night long and all the day. 



1 — 2 



4 A Day in Barracks. 

Accoutred fully he must be, 
And regulation doth decree, 
If sleep he wants, a hard deal board 
Will give him all it can afford ! 
Eight weary hours of twenty-four, 
There is for him on guard in store 
The dreary task of " Sentry go," 
Enliven'd by no fear of foe. 
Parade for guard has shorter tether 
Than all the other put together. 
For woe ! the poor unlucky man 
Who fails to turn out spick and span, 
With every buckle in its place. 
Without a sign^or e'en a trace 
Of spot on belt, or dirt on rifle. 
Although it be the merest trifle. 
So clean the men turn out for guard. 
The adjutant oft finds it hard. 
The " Orderlies " to fairly choose. 
And thus their tour of guard excuse. 

The bugle " Ord'rly Room " now goes 
And then th' unlucky prisoner knows. 
Has come the fatal hour when he 
Must answer for his last night's spree. 
The colonel sits in all his state 
On cases to adjudicate ; 



'■f 



A Day in Barracks, 5 

The captains near behind him stand, 
Their men's defaulter-sheets in hand. 
The colonel takes the g^ard report 
On which is writ in language short 
The crimes on which he must decide, 
And names of prisoners to be tried. 
He tells them off with practised skill. 
To cells, to fines, defaulters' drill. 
Young raw recruits are oft astonished. 
With lenient remark " admonish'd ;" 
For in a case of first offence. 
He may with punishment dispense. 
It may occur perhaps, at times, 

« 

That men are charg'd with serious crimes 
Requiring greater punishment 
Than he t' award is competent ; 
He orders those he can't decide 
Before courts-martial to be tried. 

And now the call must be obey'd, 
"Commanding Officer's Parade," 
And rapidly fall hi the men. 
In smart full dress, the moment when 
They hear the bugle's blast acclaim 
That each must answer to his name. 
The rolls are call'd, reports are made 
Of those men absent from parade. 



6 A Day in Barracks. 

The captains now their men inspect 

To see that they are all correct : 

Accoutrements and rifles free 

From dirt, and all as clean can be. 

The markers now are plac'd and dress'd 

Where left of companies will rest ; 

And then, as sounds the call " Advance," 

Each captain turns with rapid glance, 

And, when his marker's place he sees. 

He marches on him, stands at ease. 

" Atfention !" cries the colonel then ; 

With sharp quick sound up spring the men. 

The adjutant, 'mid silence solemn. 

Sits on his horse at head of column. 

Awaiting, rigidly erect, 

The colonel's word, " Reports collect ;** 

It comes ! and now he canters past, 

If horse he has that goes so fast 1 

But very oft, spurs full in use, 

A trot is all he can produce ! 

The column pass'd, he turns about, 

Salutes the colonel, then cries out, 

" Three men reported absent, sir ;" 

'Gain turning round, with touch of spur, 

He canters round the column's base, 

On flank of it to take his place. 



A Day in Barracks. 

The colonel then begins his drill ; 
'Tis done with more or less of skill, 
But very often this depends • 
Whether or not he comprehends 
Himself the movements that he tries : 
If not, with truth, one may surmise 

MancEUvres will be awful scrambles, 

# 

Like flocks of sheep on way to shambles ! 

The drill an hour or more may last, 

Concluding perhaps by ** marching past" 

Now, all is o'er ! with what relief 

The officers salute their chief ! 

The men e'/sn too seem filFd with bliss, 

As comes the word, " Right Turn !" " Dismiss !" 

Thus, day by day, we see displayed 

" Commanding Officer's Parade." 

At one, the dinner bugle-call 
Sends gladness to the hearts of all, 
Except the officers on duty. 
Who fail to see in it much beauty ! 
To them it merely signifies 
That they their legs must exercise. 
And to the barrack-rooms adjourn. 
To visit every pne in turn. 
They ask, as room by room they take, 
If men have got complaints to make ; 



8 A Day in Barracks, 

They see that all is neat and clean, 
And nothing out of order seen, 
That men sit dowh in proper dress. 
And food correct in every mess. 
It much delights the new-fledg'd sub 
To see the men sit down to grub ; 
He thinks himself of much repute. 
As round he goes, and men salute ; 
But still there lurks an apprehension. 
As ordVly sei^eants call " Attention T 
That men to him may make appeal 
Which will his ignorance reveal. 
For instance : — Once request was made 
For leave from afternoon parade ; 
The man in answer got reply, 
" Oh yes, of course, most certainly T 
The sergeant gave the knowing man 
An angry look, as off he ran. 
Then turning to the officer. 
He said, " I b^ your pardon, sir. 
But you've no pow'r, I am afraid. 
To give men leave from a parade.'* 
The sub, stuck up and full of pride. 
Thus haughtily to him replied : 
" rU thank you not to interfere 
, When Pm on duty — do you hear ?" 



A Day ifi Barracks. 9 

Parade was formed, the man was miss'd ; 

The adjutant (no humorist !) 

The reason of his absence ask'd, 

And when informed, stood so aghast 

In horror at the awful cheek ! 

That he at first could scarcely speak ! 

" Now, Mr. Digby, is it true 

That Private Jones had leave from you 

T' absent himself from this parade ?" 

The unlucky sub was sore dismay'd ! 

At last he stammer'd out reply : 

" I thought ... I thought, sir . . . thought that I," 

" You thought . . . you thought . . ." the adjutant 

Rejoin'd, with sneer significant, 

" You thought . . . you thought, sir, I suppose. 

That when a sub on duty goes. 

He struts about a tearing swell 

To give men leave . . . but V\\ dispel 

Such truly fond and flattVing unctions, 

And show he has other functions ! 

To-morrow morn, at orderly hour, 

You'll find your notions of the powV 

Of sub on duty greatly shaken, 

Or I am very much mistaken !' 

At half-past two the call is made 
" Fall In " for afternoon parade. 



10 A Day in Barracks. 

Some corps, for purposes of drill, . 
Have classes to denote men's skill, 
And first-class men enjoy the boon 
Of leave from drills in afternoon. 

As bugle sounds at four, we see 
The men sit down to take their tea, 
Which is a brown and wat'ry mess, 
Of what composed 'tis hard to guess ! 
But this, with bread as dry as dry. 
Is all Great Britain doth supply 
The soldier for his eve's repast, , 
Which " evening meal " (so-call'd !) must last 
Till breakfast following day, I ween. 
Without a bite or sup between ! 

'Tis quickly o'er, one may foresee, 
And then non-duty men are free ; 
So off they troop in twos and threes. 
Some bent on walks, and some on sprees ; 
Most like the latter's evening sport 
Will figure in the " Guard-report !" 
But men who have " good-conduct " stripes, 
Of every dodge the archetypes, 
Are oft so wondrous 'cute and leery. 
They oft pass muster when they're beery ! 
The adage old, all soldiers ken, 
" Three badges mean * three-bottle ' men !" 



A Day in Barracks. II 

Well, as I mention'd just before, 
Non-duty men, when tea is o'er, 
To quit the barracks then are free. 
And till " Tattoo " have liberty. 
We see them as their rooms they leave. 
As neat as one can well conceive. 
For well assuredly they know, 
There stands at gate an N. C. O., 
Whose watchful, keen and practised eye 
Will quick a dirty man espy, 
And sternly to him intimate 
Tis only clean men pass the gate. 

At sunset comes the call " Retreat," 
The buglers sound, the drummers beat 
The "guard" turns out at quick command. 
With " shoulder'd arms " the sentries stand ! 
Amid the clamour and the din. 
We see the " piquet " falling in. 
As final roll now dies away. 
The " drums and fifes " prepare to play. 
The tall " drum-major," stern and grand 
In full array with staff in hand, 
Stands at their head as stiff as starch, 
And proudly gives the word, " Quick march !" 
Then up and down the barrack square, 
They pace to tune of lively air. 



12 A Day in Barracks, 

Retreat may last a quarter-hour 
And then the bustle all is o'er ; 
For till " Tattoo " a lull there comes 
As sounds the final roll of drums. 
One sees the square all quiet and still, 
Except ** defaulters " at their drill, 
Monotonously pacing round, 
With dull and tedious tramping sound, 
And carrying on their weary backs, 
Complete with kits, their heavy packs. 
Thus, four hours daily, men must tramp, 
" Confin'd to barracks " or " to camp." 

And now the square again shows life. 
Loud sounds the bugle, drum and fife. 
As gives the barrack clock the sign 
Has come the hour of half-past nine ; 
For this denotes 'tis now " First Post," 
And that, in half an hour at most. 
To barracks must return the men. 
Before " Last Post," which sounds at ten. 
Again the " drums and fifes " we hear. 
As quick they. pace the barrack square. 
Outside the gate, all down the street. 
At every step we soldiers meet. 
Who, hearing strains of fife and drum. 
Know now the time for bed has come. 



A Day in Barracks. 13 

In streams we see them pass the gate, 

But, when within, they separate. 

Each making for his barrack-room 

Across the square, whose deep'ning gloom 

Is lessened by the rays of light 

Which gleam from every window bright. 

And then, as nears the hour of ten. 

With quickened pace, we see the men ? 

Fast hurrying to the bafrack-gate. 

In dread lest they should be too late. 

Perhaps we see a man or two 

Who pauses ere he passes through, 

'Tis sign, alas ! when seen to tarry ; 

He holds more beer than he can carry ! 

Yes ! See his swaying form there stand, 

As, 'gainst the wall with either hand. 

He tries to prop himself up straight 

Before he 'tempts to pass the gate. 

■ 

See now ! he thinks he's nearly ready ! 

He hiccups, " Pat . . . my boy . . . keep . . . steady !" 

He takes a step ! can't find the ground, 

And then he staggers slowly round, 

To seek again the friendly wall. 

But just in time to save a fall ! 

He now collects himself again, 

And tries to clear his muddled brain. 



14 A Day in Barracks. 

See now ! his solemn, beery face, 
With one eye closed in queer grimace, 
The other fixed, with vacant stare. 
Upon some spot within the square ! 
Full well he knows hell miss the gate 
Unless he stand before .it straight, 
And if he ope the other eye, 
Two spots he'll see assuredly! 
PVaps take the wrong one ; then, alas ! 
He'll fail the corporal to pass, 
And end his night, he knows too well, 
In lock-up room or guard-room cell. 
'Gain off he goes with solemn stride, 
His arms stuck cloSely to his side. 
Just managing, by merest chance, 
T' escape the watchful corporal's glance. 
And pass within the dark'ning gloom. 
Without the " guard-room " as his doom. 
But, as he marches on his way. 
The beer again resumes its sway ; 
And were it not for friendly mate. 
The guard-room still might be his fate ! 
The clock the hour of ten now toUsi 
As cease the drummers' final rolls. 
And then the buglers quick prepare 
To wake the echoes of the square. 



A Day in Barracks, 15 

With call " Last Post," that final blast • 
Which tells the soldier day has passed. 
Its echoes still reveberate, 
As swings-to quick the barrack-gate. 

For fifteen minutes more each room 
Lights up the square's dark evening gloom, 
But as a wailing G* we hear, 
Lights one by one soon disappear. 

And now disturbs the air no sound : 
A death-like silence reigns around ! 
And, were it not for sentry's tread. 
It might be Barrack of the dead. 
Thus, leaving all in calm repose, 
Lnow my " Day in Barracks " close. 

* The call "* Lights out," the note G, on the bugle. 
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THE BABE IN DEATH. 

Take it from its mother's breast, 
Let, oh, let it gently rest 



On that soft and downy cot, 
Lov'd and ne'er-forgotten spot. 
Where it slumber'd when in life, 
Innocent of worldly strife. 
Close its tender, soft-blue eyes. 
Once as bright as summer skies ; 
Smooth its golden, silky hair. 
Shading dimpled cheeks so fair. 
Tinted once with rosy hue. 
Pale though now with death's cold dew ; 
Clothe it all in snowy white. 
Ready for its heav'nward flight ; 
Wreathe its tiny form with flow'rs, 
Pure and bright for Angels' bow'rs ; 
Use the gifts that earth bestows. 
Ere it to its Maker goes ; 
So that when it quits earth's sod. 
Spotless it may meet its God. 
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THE BARDS' CRITICISM. 
First Bard. 

What think ye, Bards, of this Volume of Poems, 

just recently published ? 
Right was the author to hide under pseudonym 

such a production ! 
Mark ye ! he actually tries the noble hexameter 

metre ! 
Dares in that glorious measure to write rigmarole 

about lovers ! 
Ill it quite makes me to think that reviewers have 

lauded such rubbish ! 
Don't cut him up in the least ; but merely remark 

that, with practice. 
Great things they hope from his pen ; that his errors 

are few and but youthful, 
Which, when he reads o'er his book, he will see and 

avoid for the future. 
Practice ! forsooth ! as if it were the womb of the 

heav'n-born poet ! 



1 8 The BardJ Criticism. 

'Tis veiy clear from the number of sweet little 

tit-bits he's written, 
That he opines composers will want to set them to 

music ! 
Cheap way, indeed, to devise to bring forward your 

name to the public ! 



. Second Bard. 

I think, my friend, thou'rt rather hard 

Upon this newly-fledgM bard ; 

For we, who've won our fame, should guard 

Against decrying those 
Who, like us, try to train their brains 
To fashion words in flowing strains ; 
An4, bear in mind, the bud attains 

In time the blooming rose. 

So, if 't should hap, that in his case 
The bud should to the rose give place. 
Then thou would'st be the first t' embrace 
The man who'd bravely won the race, 

And reach'd that blissful goal. 



The Bard^ Criticism. 19 

That thou thyself so quickly won, 
E'en Yore thou'd scarce commenced to run. 
So, let us not with hauteur shun 
A brother, who hath just begun 

To climb our slippery pole. 



Third Bard. 

Presumptuous man I at least must he be call'd, 

Who tries to rival us in verse so bald ! 

Who, knowing naught of metre or of rhyme, 

Attempts an essay in that line sublime. 

That thrills the poet to his very soul, 

As breathes he forth its grand harmonious roll ! 

Heroic verse : that glorious, noble strain. 

Which king of metres through all time will reign. 

This, last of all, the tyro should essay. 

For, if it be not born in man, he may 

As well attempt to raise the mighty earth. 

As tiy, in after years, to give it birth ! 



Fourth Bard. 

On rhyme thou seem'st to lay too great a stress ; 
Tis but a trick that may be learned by all 
Who have the gift musicians call " good ear," 

2 — 2 
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And many men have vitiated verse 
By striving after such an useless art. 

P'or, what is nobler than to chant thy thoughts 
In language pure as flows the mountain stream ? 
That glides so gently through the level mead, 
That ripples o'er the loose and pebbly sand, 
That splashes 'twixt the smooth round boulder 

stones. 
That hurls itself against the rough huge rock, 
And falls in torrent down the precipice ? 
All this thou cans't not do with equal powV, 
When bound and fettered by like-sounding words. 

The fault this new-born Bard doth mostly show, 
To me appears — not any lack of rhyme. 
But want of thought, conception, and idea ; 
Or, if he have all these, then want of words 
To paint with skill the pictures of his brain. 



Fifth Bard. 

He is in truth a greedy bee 
To flit from flow'r to flowV, 

And try to cull more sweets than he 
Within his hive can store ! 
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For, though the luscious sweets are few 

That he has skill t* obtain, 
These drops of honey trickle through 

His feeble celless brain ! 

There's not a single kind of scene 

He's not essay'd to limn ; 
But what hath mostly roused my spleen, 

He's tried to write a hymn ! 

As if we had not hymns enough 

To keep the good from evil ; 
But this is just the sort of stuff 

To send them to the devil ! 



Sixth Bard. 

■ 

Why trouble ye about such mawkish stuff, 
Not worth the paper that the ink trail'd o'er ? 

Why let ye such a man your tempers ruff, 

Who has but done what hundreds have 
before ? 

Productions such as his want no rebuff 
From us, who into far-off regions soar ; 

Who use the pen to chronicle our brain 

Inspir'd by muse, and not by worldly gain ! 



22 Tfie Bard^ Criticism. 

I am asham'd, I must confess, to say 

I read his book ! but what arous'd my ire 

Was, that he had th' audacity to play. 
All out of tune in every single wire, 
Spenserean stanzas, on his tinkling lyre. 

Sweet verse ! that so melodiously sings, 

That soars, as on it flies, yet high'r and high'r. 

Till last it reaches, with its towVing wings, 
E'en Heav'n itself, who hails it as the King of Kings. 



Seventh Bard. 

From verse to verse, from lay to lay, 
From bad to worse, he takes his way ; 
Through all the mazes found in song 
He drags his feeble pen along, 

Squeaking, 

Shrieking, 

Stammering, 

Hammering, 
Never right, so always wrong ! 
Impatient to complete his staves. 
He starts, he darts, he slaves, he raves ! 
Were ever blunders made like his ? 

Through dainty ear, 

In swift career 
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A thousand horrid discords whiz ! 

Cold inflames him ! 

Passion tames him ! 

Virtue shames him ! 

Anger chills him ! 

Coolness thrills him ! 

Voidness fills him ! 
Were ever blunders made like his ? 

Eighth Bard. 

Believe me, that all this sweet bundle of charms, 

Which he offers so proudly to-day, 
Will be found by to-morrow but rags in the arms 

Of the beggar who bears them away. 
So, why take we thought to condemn him at all ? 

•Let his chastisement come, as it will ; 
And, above the poor ruin he makes in his fall, 

We shall towV the more loftily still. 

Ninth Bard. 

Why crush ye sae this timid flow'r 

Wha's bedded in sic evil hour. 

And tried wi' gems to deck his bow'r 

As best he may ? 
Ye didna rise yersels to pow'r 

A' in a day ! 
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Sae let alane the modest youth ; 
For see ye not he says wi' truth, 
His halting verse is rough, uncouth. 

And yet but crude ? 
And sae, wi' leniency i' sooth, 

Let it be view'd. 



Tenth Bard. 

Not with leniency the poet, book like this should 

view, biit show it 
Up, so that the world may know it is but trash and 

nothing more. 
So, like prying jealous lover, let us each around it 

hover. 
Till we all its faults discover, even to their very 

core : 
All its faults and all its blunders find out to their 

very core, 

And condemn it evermore 

Let us each a portion choosing ; and, that part with 

care perusing, 
Every verse and line abusing, prove it trash and 

nothing more. 
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Thus this Bard, upon the morrow, will discover, to 

his sorrow, 
Him no poet who doth borrow gems from those who 

o'er him soar : 
Who doth pilfer thoughts and fancies from the 

brains that o'er him soar. 

Is condemned for evermore ! 
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THfi CHILD OF SHAME. 

The night was dark, and fiercely rag'd the storm, 
As pass'd from out the town a female form. 
Her quick, uncertain steps, dishevell'd hair. 
Her tear-stain'd cheek, and face of wild despair, 
Show'd grief intense was gnawing with its fangs 
A heart nigh bursting with its maddening pangs. 
Pangs of remorse ! as only women know, 
When struck by Shame's hard, everlasting blow ! 
For blow like this is one continuous stroke, 
Aye ! falling ever, 'cept by death ne'er broke. 
In sheet-like torrents fell the pouring rain. 
Fierce flash'd the lightning, thunder in its train ; 
But still the woman hurried on her way, 
Shelt'ring, as best she could, a babe which lay 
Nestled, beneath her shawl, against her breast. 
And which, with mother's loving arm, she press'd 
Closer and closer to her aching heart. 
As though in life she ne'er from it could part 
" O God, forgive me !" wail'd she oft and oft. 
And roars of thunder, as they roU'd aloft, 
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In answer seem'd to echo forth reply : 
" Oh, woman curst ! thy child of shame must die !" 
Onwards she speeds ! Beyond the town, the 

night 
Grows darker, as the lamps no more give light. 
Deserted is that dark and dreary lane 
She wends. And, as she broods upon the stain 
That blackens now her hitherto fair fame. 
She sobs in anguish, o'er her bitter shame ; 
And then, when mother's love to this gives place, 
She kisses tenderly her infant's face ; 
And, as she hears its faint and feeble cry, 
She fiercely mutters, " Who said thou should'st 

die ?" 
But soon again shame's madd'ning thoughts come 

back, 
And lead her on that fatal, murd'rous track 
Pav'd by the world's cold, sneering, biting scorn 
For those to whom a child of shame is born. 

The trees by sweeping blasts so fiercely lash'd 
Groan ; and the tearing sound of branches crash'd 
Seem to the woman's madden'd brain to cry : 
" O woman curst 1 thy child of shame must die !" 

Still on she hastes to reach that fatal goal, 
The resting-place of many a sinning soul. 
Yes, river ! Now she hears its gurgling splash, 
As on its banks its swollen waters dash. 



\ 



28 The Child of Shame. 

She stands upoa its wet and slippery brink ! 

In deadly fear her heart begins to shrink ! 

And as the deep and turgid stream she sees, 

She totters wildly, falls upon her knees ! 

" O God !" she says, " have pity, mercy show 

On one struck down by shame's heart-rending blow ; 

Who, scorn'd, despis'd alike by foe and friend. 

Doth now to Thee her guilt-stain'd soul commend, 

In trust that Thou wilt listen to her prayer, 

And give her comfort in her deep despair." 

A moment's peace comes o'er her aching breast ; 
Hope of God's loving mercy gives her rest. 
She rises from the wet and slipp'ry ground ! 
She stands erect, and gazes sadly round ! 
But now the river seems to wail that cry : 
** O woman curst ! thy child of shame must die !'* 

She madly tears the shawl from off her child ! 
And, with a cry of anguish Ibud and wild. 
Amid the vivid lightning's angry gleam, 
She casts her infant in the seething stream ! 
The waters, rushing through the raging storm. 
Quick close upon its helpless tiny form ! 

Long stands the woman on the river's bank. 
In terror gazing where her infant sank ! 
Then, plunging headlong in the torrent's wave, 
The child and mother share the self-same grave. 
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DARLING NELLY. 

Summer's morn was brightly dawning through my 

lattice-window awning, 
As I thought, whilst gently yawning, how I could 

the day pass o'er ! 
As I was the moot-point treating, suddenly my 

heart 'gan beating ! 
And I then resolv'd on meeting, somewhere on the 

lone seashore, [lone seashore. 

Darling Nelly, darling Nelly ! somewhere on the 
To propose, and nothing more ! 

So at once a letter writing, but with trembling pen 

inditing, 
I despatched to Nell inviting her to meet me on 

the shore. 
When 'twas gone, a nervous feeling o'er my heart 

came slowly stealing, 
As myself I pictur'd kneeling on the sand 'fore 

Nelly Gore ; [shore, 

Darling Nelly, darling Nelly ! on the sand upon the 
To propose, and nothing more ! 
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Whilst in fever of debating, what way my affection 
stating, 

I should best be advocating my fond love for Nelly 
Gore : 

Whilst my plans I thus was mapping, suddenly 
there camfi a rapping, 

Followed by a gentle tapping, at my inner chamber- 
door ; 

Note from Nelly, darling Nelly! at my inner 
chamber-door ! 

Would she meet me on the shore ? 



Calm I sit, to seem not caring! though my hair 

Tm almost tearing. 
As my valet enters bearing a reply from Nelly 

Gore. 
He may go, him quickly telling, soon o'er Nelly's 

words Fm dwelling, 
Joy my anxious breast is swelling, as I read the 

** hour of four !" 
Darling Nelly, darling Nelly ! for she names the 

hour of four, 

" Near the rocks" upon the shore ! 
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Hopes depressing! hopes elating! how my heart 

is palpitating ! 
As I watch the clock, awaiting for th' appointed 

hour of four ! 
Forwards, backwards, steps retracing, up and down 

my chamber pacing, 
Picture I dear Nelly gracing my lone home for 

evermore ! 
Darling Nelly, darling Nelly! gracing, yes, for 

evermore. 

My snug cottage on the shore. 



But the clock my dreams awaking, soon my heart 

with fear is quaking, 
As my steps Tm quickly taking, towVds the rocks 

upon the shore. 
Who is that I see there sitting on the rocks, and 

calmly knitting, 
Whilst my anxious mind is splitting? Yes, 'tis 

cruel Nelly Gore ! 
Cruel Nelly ! cruel Nelly ! yes, 'tis - cruel Nelly 

Gore! 

Calmly knitting on the shore I 
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Oh ! my heart, how quick 'tis throbbing ! wild with 

grief I'm almost sobbing, 
As I think of Nelly robbing me of love she cares 

not for ! 
But, as Tm in anger fuming, suddenly myself I'm 

pluming, 
She indifFrence is assuming, so that I may love 

her more ; 
Darling Nelly, darling Nelly ! yes, I love thee only 

more, 

Though thou'rt knitting on the shore ! 



All my care is quickly flitting, as with lateness me 

she's twitting. 
Leaving all her horrid knitting on the rocks upon 

the shore ; 
And her face with pleasure beaming, shows her 

knitting was no scheming. 
But how mad I was in dreaming that a flirt was 

Nelly Gore. 
Darling Nelly, darling Nelly ! that my darling Nelly 

Gore 

Was a flirt, and nothing more ! 
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Up and down the seashore pacing, whilst the 
breezes, soft yet bracing, 

On dear Nelly's cheeks are tracing roses bright and 
fresh and pure ; 

Still, though talking, Fm debating, how my tender 
love relating, 

I shall prove 'tis unabating, and will be so ever- 
more. 

Darling Nelly, darling Nelly! yes, 'twill be for 
evermore I 

Such the love for thee in store ! 



But, a brilliant thought arising, and 'tis really quite 

surprising 
I could be so long devising how to get my hard 

task o'er ! 
For I suddenly stop walking, and as quickly cease 

I talking ! 
Nell> in wonder, sees me chalking letters on the 

sandy shore. 
Darling Nelly, darling Nelly ! letters on the sandy 

shore,! 

To propose, and nothing more ! 

3 
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Says my Nelly, quickly sighting half the sentence I 

am writing, 
" What IS that you are inditing? Tell me, pray, I do 

implore ? 
Tell me now what are you writing ?" comes again, 

her fingers lighting 
On my shoulder, thus inciting me to get it quickly 

o'er, 
Darling Nelly, darling Nelly ! yes, my task will soon 

be o'er ! 

'Tis proposing, nothing more ! 



As the sentence Fm completing, hear I Nelly's 

heart quick beating ! 
And, when finished, soon entreating her I am to 

read it o'er. 
As she reads — ^her face is flushing now — she tries to 

hide her blushing. 
Through her fingers tears come gushing, falling on 

the sandy shore. 
Darling Nelly, darling Nelly ! why these tears upon 

the shore ? 

'Tis proposing, nothing more I 
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0*er her graceful form now bending, soon my tears 

with hers are blending, 
Though a doubt my heart is rending, almost to its 

very core ; 
But my Nell, her sweet face turning, still with timid 

blushes burning, 
Whispers gently, full of yearning, " I am thine for 

evermore." 
Darling Nelly, darling Nelly ! thou art mine for 

evermore, 

In my cottage near the shore. 



3-2 
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DEATH. 

Sombre light within the chamber^ 
Whispers deep, and falling tear, 

Wasted form in fitful slumber, 
All proclaim that death is near. 

Let us in the chamber enter, 
Let us now approach the bed ; 

Rumour has been no inventor, 
Life we see has nearly fled. 

There he lies, by friends surrounded, 
Struck down in the prime of life ; 

Death the trumpet once has sounded. 
Yet once more, and o*er his strife. 

« 

See him helplessly there lying, 
See his dim and wandering eyes 

Eagerly but vainly trying 
Forms he loves^to recognise. 
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See the twitching of his fingers 

As he tries to grasp the sheet ; 
Sign, too true, that life still lingers, 

But that Death he soon must meet 



See his sunken chest upheaving, 
Struggling with his failing breath ! 

Proof he still to life is cleaving, 
But, alas ! how near to death ! 

But, as cruel Death e'er offers 
To the dying fickle strength. 

So we watch till sign he proffers 
That the end has come at length. 

Yes ! it comes ! Ms hands he raises 
Up aloft above his breast. 

Then around he slowly gazes. 
Till his eyes on one form rest 

Now a smile comes o'er his features, 
As he sees his loving wife ; 

Best and truest of God's creatures 
Has she been to him through life. 
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Whilst with wondrous strength he's speaking 

Words of comfort in her ear. 
She, in vain, some sign is seeking 

That stern Death is not so near. 

Once she thinks she sees appearing 
Faintest hope, but soon 'tis o'er ; 

For Life's pilot, quickly veering, 
Steers again his bark from shore. 

But a change is fast approaching^, 
Which, alas ! denotes we know, 

Death, stern Death, his cask is broaching, 
Sbon from which life's stream will flow. 

From his eyes, see, light is fading, 
See his moist and pallid brow ! 

Death, the citadel invading. 
Comes to take possession now ! 

" Farewell, love," with tender yearning, 

Whispers he in dying breath ; 
Faint the lamp of life is burning. 

Once it flickers ! then ! comes Death ! 
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THE LOSS OF THE « EURYDICE/' 

March 24, 1878. 

The gallant ship, returning from her cruise 

To western sunny climes, her path pursues ; 

Till, catching sight of Albion's dear old shore, 

Three hundred souls rejoice to see once more 

The much-belovM land that gave them birth — 

To Briton's sons the dearest spot on earth. 

The blissful thought of home pervades each breast, 

As flies the noble ship to seek her rest 

In sheltering harbour. On three hundred lips 

Is heard that dear word " home," as proudly dips 

Their gallant vessel to the falling waves. 

And o'er the briny deep a foamway paves. 

Her canvas set^ e'en every stitch she hath, 

She scorns the seas that rise to stay her path ; 

And, as the race-horse strains to win the race, 

She bends her timbers to her flying pace, 

Increasing speed, as nearer comes in view 

The goal so long'd for by her gallant crew. 

A crowd on Ventnor's pier the good ship sees. 
Full spread her canvas, battling with the breeze, 
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And nobly coursing o'er the crested deep, 
Throwing to right and left the seas which leap 
To meet her, in their dancing, sportive play, 
liut scattered, fall in sparkling showVs of spray. 
No thought of danger passes through the mind 
Of the gay throng with which the pier is lin*d. 
All talking, laughing, watch the wake of foam 
That trails behind the vessel bound for home. 
I lomc ! Home ! Of all three hundred souls, alas ! 
liut two its dear lov'd threshold e*er will pass ! 

A blinding storm of snow now hides from sight 
The noble vessel. All is dark as night ! 
The heavens seem with fearful ire enrag'd ! 
Th' imprisoned winds are suddenly uncag'd. 
And, rushing blindly on their headlong course. 
Sweep land and sea with stern resistless force ! 
The sea, in fury, lash'd with mighty blows, 
Attempts to battle her relentless foes ! 
But they, in cruel mockery, loud laugh. 
Tossing her to and fro like winnowed chaff; 
Raising high mountains where before was plain. 
And ploughing valleys in their madd'ning train ! 

Bravely the good ship fights her onward way *, 
Britannia's sons ne'er own to ocean's sway, 
But laugh at perils which would even make 
The stoutest landsman's heart in terror quake. 
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The tempest rages with its fearful blasts, 

Which bend like reeds the tall and stately masts. 

The gallant captain tries his utmost skill, 

The crew right sturdily obey his will. 

Alas ! their noble efforts come to naught ! 

The battle, wag'd so manfully, is fought 

And lost! For now the ship throws down her 

shield, 
To foes not mortal thus compelled to yield. 
What honour lost to yield to foes who own 
No sway but God, omnipotent alone ? 
The seas engulph her with their mighty pow'r. 
In deep abyss she sinks to rise no more ! 
Three hundred braves, alas ! now seek their rest 
Beneath the ocean's ever-shelt'ring breast. 
What nobler place for Neptune's sturdy son 
To end his life where erst it was begun ? 

Oh, mothers ! weep not for your sons so dear ! 
But think the murmuring ocean, year by year. 
E'er chants their requiem, as she sadly rolls 
O'er brave Eurydic^s three hundred souls. 
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THE EXECUTION OF CHARLES I. 

Throughout the night resounds the hammer's 
blow, 

And hollow thud, 
Of scaffold building, o'er which soon will flow 

^ A monarch's blood. 

He sleeps, as sleep the innocent alone. 

In calm repose. 
As though surround his feeble, earthly throne 

No murd'rous foes. 

As though th' incessant din so near his room, 

And voices! hum, 
Were not the fatal death-knells of his doom. 

So soon to come ! 

Can form so calm, can mind so free from pain. 

Have pla/d guilt's part ? 

Can breast, which beats so tranquilly, contain 

A traitor's heart ? 
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But see, he wakes ! He calls with gentle voice 

His faithful friend. 

He shows no fear, he seems e'en to rejoice 

As nears the end. 

" Bring forth rich robes," he says ; " I would appear 

As one who trod 
A scaffold, on his way, with joy sincere. 

To meet his God." 

And now the hammer's blows begin to slack ; 

The work is o'er ! 
And ready stands the scaffold, drap'd in black 

For royal gore ! 

The ghastly, fatal block is in its place. 

Aye, nought there lacks ! 

The headsman grim, with mask upon his face, 

Leans on his axe ! 



Attended only by his faithful friend, 

The King appears ! 

Death can into his heart no terrors send, 

No coward fears ! 
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Through window of his royal banquet-hall, 

In rich array, 

He steps upon the scaffold's sombre pall, 

Without dismay. 



A very King in truth ! A monarch brave ! 

All calm, serene ! 
He stands upon the threshold of the grave 

With kingly mien ! 

He speaks, " An earthly for a heav'nly throne 

I quit with joy ; 

For go I not to wear that crown alone 

Naught can destroy ?" 



And now he gazes on the throng below 

With mournful eye ; 

He bares his neck to meet the fatal blow, 

Alas ! so nigh ! 

In death-like silence stands the awe-struck throng, 

With bated breath ! 

Awaiting the dread scene, that vile, foul wrong, 

Their Monarch's death ! 
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Upon the black-drap'd scaffold-floor he kneels 

With courtly grace ; 

No shade of fear of death e'en now reveals 

His tranquil face I 

Upon the cold, smooth block his head he lays 

With calm content ; 

Two brawny arms the fatal axe upraise, 

With dire intent I 

The weapon gleams with bright and rapid flash ! 

Deep cries of woe 
Resound the air, as falls with horrid crash 

The murdVous blow ! 

The headsman lifts aloft, all stained with gore, 

A trophy dread ! 
^ Behold," he shouts, with deep, exultant roar, 

" A traitor's head !" 
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FATHER TIME. 

As months speed by, and years roll on, 
Mankind the robe^of age must don, 

Fashion'd by Father Time. ^ 
The infant quits its leading strings. 
And now no more to mother clings, 

As in its tender prime. 

The boy grows up to man's estate, 
The girl becomes the maid sedate. 

As they Life's ladder climb. 
The youth becomes the husband staid. 
And she the wife who was the maid. 

As glides on Father Time. 

The stalwart husband's frame grows weak 
And furrows seam the good wife's cheek. 

All act the destin'd part, 
That each upon Life's stage must play 
Ere Death can claim them as his prey, 

And mark them on his chart. 
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And so will e'er the World roll on, 
And so the race of Life be run, 

From childhood's golden prime. 
Until at last will intervene, 
On Earth's wide stage, that closing scene 

The death of Father Time. 
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HIS TRIP TO ERIN. 

He*s been and gone and done it, 
And made his journey out ; 

His object, has he won it ? 
This, some perchance may doubt 1 

He said he crossed to Erin 

On pleasure only bent ; 
He landed 'mid much cheerin*, 

Then on his journey went. 

" Our Special Correspondent " 

Attended at his door ; 
But went away despondent : 

He smil'd, and nothing more 1 

Imploring invitations 

From towns galore were sent, 
But courteous intimations 

Said, " Tm on pleasure bent." 
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Stout post-cards without ceasing 
Flew round green Erin's shore, 

The numbers kept increasing 
That crowded round his door. 



Advice he gave to student, 

E'en schoolboys heard him talk ; 

Alas ! in paths so prudent. 
Not long was he to walk. 

For soon an invitation 

From Dublin town is sent ; 

" The Mayor and Corporation 
Their compliments present, 

" And trust that one so noted, 
Will honour soon at lunch 

A city so devoted 

To politics and punch." 

They knew he didn't need 'em 
To gain the power he'd lost ; 

But still their city's freedom, 
His thanks would only cost. 
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Oh ! wily Corporation ! 

Oh ! what a Gordian knot ( 
Oh ! see his tribulation, 

To break his word or not ! 



At last, in desperation, 

He this on post-card penned : 
** I love the Irish nation. 

And will their rights defend. 

" Your freedom I, with pleasure, 
Accept, and it shall be 

Kept guarded as a treasure, 
To all eternity, 

" And now, if Wednesday week, 
Will suit your civic body, 

At twelve you'll hear me speak. 
And then Til try your toddy." 



Then joy flew through the nation. 
As quickly sped the news ; 

Whilst he, in desperation, 

Conn'd o*er the words he'd use. 
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The more he ruminated 

On the fix they'd put him in, 

The less he felt elated 
At the yarn he had to spin, 

** The Irish are so clevef^ 

Their mother-^wit so keen^ 
1 doubt if I shall ever 

Conceal the words 1 mean* 

"^^ My rival, though I hate thee stilly 

i would I had thy tact, 
And wondrous great forensic skill 

In proving untruth> fact. 

'^^ However, Fate can tell alone 

The upshot of this venture ; 
If it should fail, *tis well I own, 

No party's right to censure*" 

The day approach'd> and every car 

Full was in Dublin town, 
Conveying men both near and far^ 

So great was his renown, 

4—2 
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Now what he said I won't state here, 
For 'tis by all well known ; 

ril only add, 'tis very clear 
His oats were badly sown. 

To blind Pat's wit with subtle speech 
He tried, whilst on his legs. 

'Twere easier, though, for him to teach 
His granny to suck eggs ! 

What is this wise man's name, I ask, 
Who caus'd such excitation. 

And fail'd so greatly in his task 
To gull the Irish nation ? 
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« HIE TO THE SEA, MY LOVE." 

FROM THE FRENCH OF ALFRED DE VIGNY. 

Hie to the sea ! fond love, with me, 

Terror disown ; 
Come without gold, kin e'en withhold, 

Come all alone ! 
See my barque brave, coying the wave 

With her fair zone ! 
Topmast and sail, taut for the gale ; 
Though but a shell, there do I dwell, 

King on my throne. 

For slave's rude hand, God made the land, 

My Beauty fair ! 
But for the free, made He the sea. 

Mighty to dar^ ; 
Over whose waves, mystery paves 

Joys sweet and rare ; 
For, to their sighs, echo replies, 
" Love to be love, ever must rove 

Free as the air !" 
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HOME. 

I 

OhI who can paint the joys of Home? 
But those who o*er this wide earth roam, 

And feel in distant clime 
That yearning towVds the tiny spot, 
On which it was their happy lot 

To spend their childhood's prime. 

For tiny is that spot, forsooth ! 

On which from birth to tender youth, 

Our early days were passed. 
Compared to those huge hemispheres, 
O'er which we roam in after years 

Upon this globe so vast. 

It matters not what gorgeous sights 
What glorious days, what beauteous nights 

A far-off land displays. 
Our constant thoughts will ever turn. 
Our hearts will ever fondly yearn t 

Tow'rds home of early days. 
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Whoe'er forgets that dear old house, 
The cat that chas'd the wily mouse, 

The dog that yelp'd delight, 
Whene'er he heard our prattling talk 
As home we came from daily walk, 

With hearts so gay and light ? 

Who e'er forgets the nursery floor 
On which he play'd in days of yore 

With dear old wooden bricks ; 
The time in building castles spent, 
His childish wrath when down they went 

By chance untoward kicks ? 

Or who that well-known entrance door, 
So oft too pass'd in days of yore, 

With knocker up so high ? 
He e'en on tiptoe ne'er could reach, 
But aid had ever to beseech 

Of friendly passer-by. 

We see the dear old house again 
As pictur'd in our youthful brain, 

In years and years gone by ; 
The rooms, the windows, stairs, the hall, 
The very paper on the wall 

All come before our eye. 
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It matters not, what be our lot. 
The mansion grand, or humble cot. 

In future years to come. 
No house recalls the loving sigh 
As that caird " Home " in years gone by. 

Our home, our dear old home. 
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HORACE— BOOK I., ODE I. 

TO MAECENAS. 

[All men have different attachments : Horace wishes to obtain fame 
in Ijnic poetry, and for success depends on the patronage of 
Maecenas.] 

"Maecenas, ataviseditp regibus," etc. 

MAECENAS ! who descent from royalty canst claim ; 
Thou dear protector of my honour's cherished fame ! 
The world has men who love Olympic chariot 
race. 
And think the dust collected in its flying pace, 
And goal, but just avoided by the glowing wheel, 
And noble palm, which doth their dextrous skill 

reveal, 
Can them, lords of the earth, such is their vain 

self-love. 
Exalt to equal grandeur with the Gods above. 
The man whom Roman crowd capricious lauds 
with praise. 
And strives to highest dignity of State to raise, 
Or him who fills his barn from Lybian threshing- 
floor, 
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Or him who loves to reap from field the golden 

store, 
You ne'er, for wealth of Attalus, could tempt to 

brave 
The sea, and cross in Cyprian bark Myrtoan wave. 
The timid merchant dreads fierce Afric's 
stormy windj 
Contending with Icarian waves, so seeks to find 
Tranquillity within his village home and rest ; 
But soon, alas ! by poverty weighed down, opprest ! 
Incapable of being taught to bear its strain, 
He quick refits his shattered vessels for the main. 
Another man, o*er whom old Massic holds its 
sway. 
Will scruple not to snatch a part from every day 
To sip his goblet near some stream in sacred glade, 
Or change beneath the Arbutus's dooling shade. 
The camp, the clarion, trumpet, and war's raging 

voice 
(The loving mother's hate), will niartial heart rejoice. 
When flying hart by faithful hound is held in 
view, 
Or Marsian boar the fine-spun toils has broken 

through. 
The huntsman ne'er his tender spouse will call to 
mind, 
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But chase his quarry through the bitter piercing 
wind. 
But me, the ivy, that reward of learned brows, 
With bliss, e*en equal that of gods above, endows : 
Cool groves, and dances light of nymphs and satyrs 

' gay, 

Distinguish me above the crowd of humbler clay : 
Should neither fair Euterpe her sweet pipe restrain, 
Nor Polyhymnia to tune her lyre disdain. 

Maecenas, but if thou thy mantle o'er me spread, 
And wilt me with the noble lyric poets wed. 
Then far above the stars will proudly tower my 
head ! 
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HORACE— BOOK I., ODE II. 

TO AUGUSTUS CiESAR. 

[Horace seeks to dissuade Augustus from resigning the Empire, on 
account of the prodigies which happened at the beginning of the 
war.] 

"Jam satis terris nivis atque dirse," etc 

Enough of snow and dreadful hail in fierce terrific 
showVs 

Hath now been sent upon the earth by Jove's al- 
mighty pow'rs, 

Who, hurling bolts with red right hand against the 
sacred towers, 

Through city spread dismay ! 

He terrified the nations, lest they should, alas, 
behold 

The grievous age of Pyrrha, rife with prodigies 
untold, 

When Proteus drove his ocean herd to visit summits 
bold, 

That high on mountains lay ! 
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When fishes were entangled in the boughs of tall 

elm-tree, 
Which 'fore frequented resting-place of dove had 

wont to be ; 

And tim'rous fallow deer swam in the overwhelming 

sea, 

Whose waters knew no fines* 

The yellow Tiber, with his waves thrust back from 
Tuscan shore, 

We oft have seen careering on, with loud and 
deafening roar. 

To hurl down Numa's monuments, and e'en spread 
ruin o'er 

The Goddess Vesta's shrines ; 

While stern avenger vaunts he him of Ilia full of 
woes, - 

The wandering uxorious stream glides on and over- 
flows 

His bank, which looks tow'rds mighty Rome 
though Jupiter quick shows 

Disapprobation stern. 

The youth of Rome, less numerous through vices of 

his sire. 

Shall hear of citizens who whet, in civil strife's fierce 

ire, [funeral pyre ; 

The sword which better far had fiU'd a Persian 

Of wars he, too, shall learn. 
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What God shall we invoke f adjust the falling 
State's affairs ? 

How shall the Sacred Virgins pray ? oh, what shall 
be their pray Vs ? 

When importuning Vesta, who for suppliant hymns 
naught cares, 

But inattentive sits ? 

To whom shall Jove assigrl the part ? oh whom shall 
fall the task 

Of expiating all our sins ? Apollo, thee we ask 

To come at length, thy shoulder^ bright and shining 
through the mask 

Of cloud that round thee flits ! 

Or, if thou wouldfit prefer the part, Venus of laugh- 
ing mien, 

Around whom hovVing, Gods of Mirth and LoVe are 

ever seen ; spleen, 

Or thou, if thou regardest not thy slighted race with 

ThoU our bfave Founder Mars, 
Replete at length with martial sports — too long, 

alack, they last ! 
Who tak*st delight in helmet^s gleam, in stn-ring 

trumpet's blast. 
And lowering brows of Moorish host on bloody foes 

stern cast ! 

Thou God of cruel Wars I 
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Or thou, thou wingid one, to whom fair Maia gave 

birth, 
Thy figure changed to personate a youth upon our 

earth, 
If thou be willing to allow thy name to issue forth 

Caesar's avenger dire ! 
Late, late mayst thou retrace thy steps to heav'nly 

skies above ! 
LfOng, long anjongst th^ Romans n^ayst thou dwell 

in peaceful love ! 
And may no swift, untimely blast thee from us here 

remove, 

Whose vices rouse thine ire ! 
Here mayst thou rather take delight in triumphs 

proud and grand, 
And e'en love father to be call'd, and prince of high 

Command ; 
Nor, unaveng'd, let Parthian make incursions on our 

land, 

Casar, our mighty Sire 1 
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HORACE— BOOK L, ODE III. 

TO THE SHIP IN WHICH VIRGIL WAS ABOUT TO 

SAIL TO ATHENS. 



(< 



Sic te Diva potens Cypri," etc. 



Oh, may the Cyprian Goddess powerful ! 

Oh, may fair Helen's brothers, bright twin 
Stars ! 
Oh, may the Sire of Winds, all others cag*d 

Except lapyx, rule thy course, O Ship ! 
Who owest to us Virgil, precious charge, 

Entrusted to thy care ! Mayst thou, I pray, 
In safety land him on Athenian shores ! 

And thus preserve me half my severed soul ! 
In truth, were oak and thrice-bound brass around 

Thelieart of him, who first a fragile bark 
Committed to the cruel, treach'rous waves ! 

Nor fear*d impetuous Afric's boistVous wind, 
Contending with his stormy northern foe ; 

Nor weeping Hyades nor Notus' rage. 
Than whom there is no greater arbiter 
T' assuage or raise the waves of Adrians sea. 
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What form of death could daunt him, who, un- 
mov'd. 

Beheld the rolling monsters of the main ? 
Who saw, with fearless eye, the raging sea, 

And sharp Ceraunia's detested rocks ? 
In vain hath God, with far all-seeing eye. 

Divided land by intervening sea. 
If man, regardless, send his impious ships 

To rashly violate the virgin deep. 
The race of man, presumptuously bold, 

Breaks through all laws, both human and divine ! 
lapetus's daring son, by fraud 

Atrocious, fire upon the earth brought down, 
And thus, when it, from mansions of the Gods, 

Was thiev'd, consumption and an unknown train 
Of fevers spread their germs upon the land, 

And Death, who 'fore was tardy of approach. 
Now ran with quick, accelerated step. 

Then Daedalus essay'd the empty ai • 
With wings ne'er giv'n by God to mortal man. 

And Hercules through fiery Acheron broke. 
Oh, naught there is that man will not attempt ! 

In foolishness, at Heav'n itself we aim. 
Nor do we, by our wickedness, permit 

Jove e'er to lay aside his vengeful bolts ! 



5 
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HORACE— BOOK I., ODE IV. 

TO SESTIUS. 

[He exhorts him to pleasure on the approach of Spring, and the 
brevity of Life.] 
* Solvitur acris biems gtata vice veris et Favoni,* etc., etc. 

Stern Winter is unbound by western breeze, 
And Spring her greeting wings outspreads : 
Dry ships are hauFd from shore; nor does it please 

The herds to linger in their sheds, 
Nor ploughman at his fire ; no mor^ the meads 

By sparkling hoary frosts are white. 
Now Cytherean Venus gaily leads 

The joyous dance, by moon's soft light ; 
The modest graces with the nymphs join hands 

And shake the sward with changing feet ; 
Whilst glowing Vulcan at his forges stands 

And toils amid their flaming heat. 
So, now! 'tis meet that bright and glitt'ring brows 

Be deck'd with verdant myrtle wreath, 
Or with the gayest flowVs the soil forthshows 
Earth, just unbosom'd, can bequeath. 
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And now to Faunus it is fitting task 

To sacrifice in shady grove, 
No matter whether he a lamb shall ask, 

Or of a kid will more approve. 
Pale Death knocks at the poorest cottage door. 

And at the palaces of kings. 
With stern impartial hand and equal powV. 

Oh, happy Sestius ! the strings, 
Alas ! so short, which tether us to life, 

Forbid us forming hopes far off! 
Anon shall overpowV thee, ghosts so rife. 

And night and Pluto's shadowy roof: 
Where,when thou com'st, thou neither shalt acquire 

Dominion of the cup by die, 
Nor shalt thou tender Lycidas admire. 

Who maketh all the youth to vie 
For her bright smile, and for whom will aspire 

Bre long the maids now coyly shy ! 
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HORACE— BOOK I., ODE V. 

TO PYRRHA* 

[Horace observes that men are miserable who are captivated with 
her charms : but that he, knowing her perfidy, has escaped from 
them, as from shipwreck.] 

* Quis multa gracilis te puer in rosa,' etc., etc. 

What graceful youth perfumed with liquids sweet, 
Midst showVs of roses, in some cool retreat, 

Woos thee, O Pyrrha ? And for whom 
Dost bind thy hair of golden bloom 
So plainly neat ? Alas ! how oft shall he 
Deplore thy faith and Gods so changed ! aryi b 
All inexperienced, amaz*d 
At seas, rough with black storms, uprais' d 
Who, credulous, enjoys thy precious charms : 
Who, trusting in thy love, hath no alarms. 
All ignorant of the fickle wind. 
That thou could'st ever prove unkind ! 
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Curst those to whom thou, all untried, shin'st fair ! 

But votive tablets on the sacred walls declare 
That I my dripping robes decree * 
To Neptune, God who rules the sea. 

* Alludes to a Roman custom of offering votive tablets to the 
God whom they thought had preserved them from shipwreck. 
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HORACE— BOOK I., ODE VI. 

TO AGRIPPA. 

[Horace states his genius is not suited to celebrate the exploits of 
heroes.] 

* Scriberis Vario fortis et hostium,' etc., etc. 

By Varius, in all the flights of grand Moeonian song, 
Shalt thou be lauded as a brave, in dreaded battle 

strong, 
Whatever deeds, with thee their chief, thy fierce 

accoutred throng 

Hath wrought on sea or land. 
We humble bards in lofty then;ies like these could 

ne'er engage, 
Agrippa, nor attempt to paint Achilles' haughty 

rage, 
Nor flights by sea Ulysses made, that craftiest of 

his age, 

Nor Pelops* cruel band : 
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Whilst modesty and my tame Muse who peaceful 

lyre obeys, [praise 

Deter me from diminishing in aught the noble 
Due to illustrious Caesar's deeds, and thine, in feeble 

lays 

That would my art degrade. 
For who will ever worthily, cloth'd in his coat of 

mail, 
The warrior Mars describe ? Or Meriones in black 

trail 
Of Trojan dust? Or Tydeus* son, who could with 

Gods prevail 

By Pallas' favouring aid ? 
But we, poor lyric bards ! unbrush'd or not by 

Cupid's wing. 
With all our wonted levity of merry banquets sing, 
Or fights of jealous maids prepared against the 

youths to spring 

With pointed nails displayed ! 



/ - 
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HORACE— BOOK I., ODE XL 

TO LEUCONOE. 
' Tu ne qnsesieris (scire nefas) quern mihi quern tibi/ etc.^ etc. 

Leuconoe, oh, never seek to know 
What term of life upon us will bestow 
The Gods ; nor tempt the mysteries of Fate 
Which Babylonian tables penetrate. 

*Tis better far resignedly to bear 
Whate*er the future shall for us prepare ; 
No matter if for us Jove hath forecast 
More winters, or if this shall be our last, 
Which now is breaking, with its fierce rude shocks. 
Etrurian waves against opposing rocks. 

Be wise ; pour out your wines, cut short vain 
hope. 
Proportioned to the span of life's brief scope. 

E'en while we talk invidious time still flies ; 
So seize the day that at thine hand now lies„ 
And ne'er give credit unto those that follow, 
Nor build thy faith upon the fickle morrow. 
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HORACE— BOOK I., ODE XXII. 

TO ARISTIUS FUSCUS. 
* Integer vitse scelerisque purus/ etc, etc. 

The man of upright life and free from sin, 

O Fuscus, needs no Moorish javelin, 

Nor bow, nor quiver filPd with poisonous shaft, 

Nor archer craft. 
No matter whether he attempt to cross 
The burning Syrtes or the Caucasus, 
Or where the fam'd Hydaspes with her waves 

Her dread shore laves. 
For lately, as I stray*d from all care free 
Beyond my bounds, singing my Lalage, 
In Sabine wood, there fled a wolf alarm'd 

From me unarmed ! 
Prodigious monster, such as ne*er e'en roves 
Through warlike Daunia in her vast beech groves, 
Nor yet of Juba's land, dry-nurse of lion. 

Was it the scion ! 



74 Horace— Book /., Ode XXIL 

Place me in barren plain where genial breezd 
Refreshes not the parch'd and withered trees — 
That spot on earth which angry Jove and cloud 

In gloom enshroud ; 
Place me beneath the path of sun's fierce glare, 
In land denied to human race ; yet there 
My sweetly smiling, peaking Lalage 

Will I love thee ! 
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HORACE— BOOK I., ODE XXVI. 

[Free from all care and anxiety, Horace celebrates the praises of 
Lamia, and invokes the Muses' aid.] 

'Musis amicus, tristitiam et metus/ etc., etc 

Friend to the Muses, I both banish grief and fear, 
And fling them to the wanton winds' rude boist'rous 
care, 

To waft into the Cretan sea. 

What matters, forsooth ! to me 
What king of frozen regions holds a dreaded sway 
Around the Pole ? or what, to Tyridates, may 

Give fright and apprehension dire ? 

Sweet Muse! O thou who dost admire 
Pure fountains ! weave together bright and sunny 

flow'rs, 
Weave, for my Lamia, chaplets from thy blooming 
bow'rs ! 

For what can profit him my praise 

Unless thou, too, thy voice shouldst raise? 
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T' immortalize him by some yet unknown refrain, 
T' immortalize him by the Lesbian lyre's sweet 
strain, 

Would be becoming to thine art 
And graceful on thy sister's part. 
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HORACE— BOOK I., ODE XXXVIII. 

TO HIS SERVANT. 

[He warns him against decorating too much his entertainments.] 
* Persicos odi, puer, apparatus,' etc. 

Boy, I abhor all Persian pomp and pride : 
Philyra-woven chaplets I deride : 
Desist from seeking for the place where grows 

The latest rose. 

From all adornment leave the myrtle free ; 
For myrtle plain nor unbecometh thee 
A slave, nor me, whilst quaffing sparkling wine, 

Neath mantling vine. 
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HORACE— BOOK III., ODE I. 

[Happiness consists not in honour or riches.] 
* Odi profanum vulgus, et arceo,* etc. 

I HATE the common herd! I spurn the vulgar throng! 

O list t© what I say, for I, the Priest of Song, 
Do sing, to virgins and to youths, 
A poem of unheard-of truths ! 

Dread monarchs merely o'er their subjects hold their 
their sway, 

But mighty Jove, who 'mid the giants spread dismay. 
Who shakes all nature with his nod, 
Rulfes over very kings a God 1 

One man will plant his trees in belts of wider girth, 

For office thus he seeks as one of nobler birth : 
Another suitor will proclaim 
Him man of better moral fame : 

A thirds that he of clients has the greater row. 

But Death must ever be the lot of high or low, 
For Nature's law, impartial, stern, 
Moves all within the spacious urn. 
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Sicilian dainty no delicious relish sends 
To him, o*er whose base neck the naked sword im- 
pends, 

Nor will bird's song or lyre's soft sweep 
Bring back to him refreshing sleep. 
Sweet gentle Sleep ! thou who didst never yet dte- 

dain 
The humblest dwelling-place of poorest rural swain. 
Nor yet the river's shaded strand, 
Nor Tempe by soft zephyrs fann'd. 
The stormy sea affrights not him who competence 
Alone desires, nor does the evil influence 
Caus'd by Arturus when he sets. 
Or which the rising kid begets : 
Nor vineyards beaten down withhail,nor treacherous 

farms. 
Whose trees at one time blame the rain, then come 
alarms 

That burning skies the land will sear. 
Or Winter's frost be too severe. 
The fishes find the sea contracted by vast piers 
Laid in the deep, for here a crowd of overseers 

And workmen cast rough stone and sand, 
The lords disdainful of the land ! 
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But fear and threats of conscience 'long the same 
road pass [brass 

As doth their lord, for in the trireme beak'd with 
Black, harrowing, gloomy Care abides, 
And e'en behind the horseman rides. 

Since neither Phrygian marble, nor the purple fine 

More dazzling than the sun, nor the Falernian vine. 
Nor even Persia's sweetest scent. 
To troubled mind can bring content, 

Why should I strive to raise, and build by modern 
rule, 

A stately edifice with envied vestibule ? 

Or why exchange my Sabine vales 
For wealth that far more care entails ! 
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JESUS- 

When our earthly toils displease us, 
And for tranquil rest we yearn, 

Let us cast our cares on Jesus, 
Who our wants can e'er discern. 

When afflictions and diseases 
Rack our weak and mortal frame, 

Let us cast our pains on Jesus, 
Who will ne*er our prayers disclaim. 

Who in anger can appease us ? 

Who allay our sinful pride ? 
Thou ! and Thou alone, dear Jesus, 

Who didst raging waters chide. 

Though we know God ever sees us, 
And our wants to Him are known, 

Yet 'tis through the loving Jesus 
We must hope to reach His Throne. 

6 
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So when death comes to release us, 
Weary, and with sin opprest, 

May we, in the arms of Jesus, 
Find an everlasting rest ! 
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KATIE^S BIRTHDAY. 

Hail, joyful morn ! Bright sun, appear, 
And welcome with thy gladd'ning cheer 
This day which comes but once a year. 

This merry third of June! 

Put tasks and lessons far away. 
Let joy and mirth alone have sway. 
Upon this glad auspicious day. 

This merry third of June ! 

Let birds sing sweetly through the air. 
Let earth bedeck'd with flowVs prepare 
To show her beauties rich and rare. 

This merry third of June ! 

Let skies above be clear and bright ; 
Let zephyrs with their breezes light 
Shed perfumes round from morn to night, 

This merry third of June ! 

Tis thus, my daughter Katie dear, 

I wish thee every joy sincere. 

And blessing on thy fourteenth year. 

This merry third of June I 

6 — 2 
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LOVE. 

O, Love ! thou passion, so unseen, unknown, 
That youths and maidens, when first struck, disown 
Thy baby-archer, Cupid, with his dart, 
Hath aim'd so well, as e'en to graze their heart. 

A mystery seems t' envelop all thy ways. 
E'en science, which such wondrous skill displays, 
Is powerless to find the secret laws 
That regulate thy hidden course, and cause 
Each human being, once at least, to fall 
A victim to thy strange mysterious thrall. 

Inscrutable ! come, tell me what thou art. 
That playest on Life's stage such marv'llous part; 
That hast e'en power divine for weal or woe, 
That canst such sorrow or such joy bestow ; 
That enterest in the hearts of rich and poor, 
Of educated man, of country boor ; 
That shedd'st an unseen halo all around, 
But whence its source, a secret yet unfound, 
Quick causing, as it penetrates each breast, 
Tranquillity to some, to some unrest. 
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That stealest into hearts with subtle skill, 

So subtle, that frail mortals have no will 

Or power to e'en resist the dextrous feat 

Until thou hast possession, full, complete. 

And when thou thus the citadel hast gain'd. 

How firmly bound thou keep'st thy victims chain'd ! 

How fickle art thou with thy stricken prey ! 

As cat with mouse, with some thou makest play ; 

Whilst over others shedd'st thou bliss supreme, 

So placidly they course Life's rippling stream. 

Tis clear 'tis not through eye thou shoot'st thy 
ray, 
Since those born blind have had to own thy sway ; 
Nor yet by aid of speech, nor listening ear. 
Since deaf and dumb both come within thy sphere. 

Incomprehensible ! come, aid my muse ; 
Be not so churlish as to still refuse 
To help a poor and young ambitious bard 
To make a name and gain a just reward, 
As being first t' unravel with his pen, 
Thy nature, being, unknown origin. 
Thou keepest silence ; well, then, so must I, 
And quit my task with deep and baffled sigh. 

Ah ! what is that } Thou lookest up above ! 
Perchance, then, after all, 'tis God is Love ! 
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MAN. 

Man ! What is man ? A thing that walks the earth, 

Inclined to paths of evil from his birth. 

E'en when he grows, and reaches manhood's state, 

It seems as though inexorable Fate 

But leads him on to paths yet more accurst ; 

His latter state is worse e'en than his first. 

His life is but a cesspool full of sin, 

For nought but vile corruption lies therein. 

Thus sin to sin keeps linking on the chain, 

Till death at last makes earth of him again. 

And so the world runs on from bad to worse ; 

The more mankind, the greater is her curse. 

I say not this of all men is a chart, 

I draw a map but of the greater part ; 

But as I fill it in from coast to coast. 

Twill show, 'tis not of much men have to boast ! 

I take them in the order herein shown. 

For so the devil ranks them as his own : — 

The murderer. Two classes we arraign : 
The one who slays for filthy lucre's gain, 
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Without a thought of rancour Against his victim ; 

Words scarcely can be written to depict him ! 

A villain deeper dyed ne'er treads the ground, 

Nor can in hell's wide area be found. 

The other, in a moral point of view, 

Is better, since he only kills, 'tis true, 

In sudden anger, for some fancied pique, 

Or 't may be real, which we will not seek, 

For either matters not ; each only shows 

That uncheck'd passion leads to murd'rous blows. 

The thief : a mean and despicable hound. 
In crowded cities for the most part found. 
Who prowls about, mock innocence display'd. 
To help him in his lying, cunning trade. 
Which may be pilfering, or higher game ; 
Whate'er it be, his object is the same. 
Or, take the educated thief, who tries 
To catch th' unwary by the aid of lies. 
Which, deftly in the papers advertised, 
E'en scarce by men of sense are recognis'd 
To be but traps wherewith to catch the fool — 
God's truth ! the world is but a sorry school ! 
Or, take the usurer, who weaves his net 
Around the spendthrift when oppress'd with debt. 
Observe the cunning, wily, crafty ways 
In which he temptingly his loan displays ; 
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The meshes of his net conceard he holds, 

Until his victim, well within its folds. 

Is firm held fast, and then, the quarry caught, 

He boils it down until it renders naught 

But useless pulp, which, when 'tis thrown away. 

His net is clear for other human prey. 

The forger, with his treachVous, crafty pen. 
Will make the thriving home a wretched den 
Of misery. Oh ! scarce, we think, a crime 
More diabolical is found to grime 
The category of the deadly list 
Of wickednesses that on earth exist. 
For oft he is the trusted, honoured friend 
Of him who would his character defend 
And say, * A man more honest never breath'd/ 
But, in the breast of friend like tljis is sheath'd 
The deadly weapon of the forger's pen. 
And yet such scoundrels are, forsooth, call'd men. 

We pass o'er sensual crimes, since they're so vile, 
We think it ev^n would our pen defile 
T' attempt describe them in this curt narration, 
And so we leave them to imagination. 
In hope that some exist, who can e'en claim 
To be too innocent to give them name ; 
We will but add they are so vilely base. 
They'd e'en raise blush upon the murderer's face ! 

And now we come to what, in modern times. 
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Can scarce be classed among our legal crimes, 

But still, in nature, bad enough forsooth, 

And, when engendered in our early youth. 

Become so grafted, as they run their course, 

Tis very oft they lead to something worse. 

Tis truly said, that every man is mad 

On something, 't may be either good or bad. 

Indeed there is no doubt but this is true, 

For every one some hobby keeps in view ; 

It may be horses, dogs, geology, 

Wine, women, gluttony, theology, 

Idleness, or charily, pneumatics, 

Classics, politics, or mathematics. 

But things innumerable might be nam'd, 

So I but add, what oft has been proclaimed, 

That whatever hdbby man takes up to please. 

He fosters it until 't becomes disease, 

And so, whenever carried to excess, 

Tis rightly called madness, none the less. 

The drunkard : found in every class we meet, 
From lordly mansion in the noblest street. 
To wretched den in vilest filthiest lane, 
His bloated face is never sought in vain. 
He dines with those in highest rank of life ; 
If married, see his wretched anxious wife, 
Who, watching nervously each glass he takes, 
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Can scarce e'en speak, she so in terror quakes, 
Thinking of naught but when the time will come 
To say * Good-night,* and get him safely home. 

Descend the scale, and take the middle class. 
The man whose keen abilities surpass 
Most all his fellows, will, for sake of drink, 
Neglect his business, and, when on the brink 
Of poverty, will not e*en then recant. 
But headlong rush to misery and want. 

Descend yet lower, to the working man. 
And take, as instance, how his life began. 
His home was neat and clean, his wife well dressed. 
And when his work was o'er, and time for rest 
Was come, he traversed cheerily the road 
Tow'rds home, well conscious that no debt he owed, 
And that his loving wife, when home he gets, 
His wants, or creature-comforts ne'er forgets. 
His home is cheerful, cares his brow ne'er press, 
His days pass on in perfect happiness. 
But drink ! oh what a saddning change has come, 
Within a few months, o'er his happy home ! 
When work is o'er, no gin-shop can he pass, 
For, lur'd in every step tow'rds home, alas ! 
He enters every public-house he can. 
And meets his wife, at last, more beast than man. 
Ah, worse than beast ! 'Tis shame he e'en be nam'd 
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With lowest living thing that God has fram'd. 
His wife has scarce a rag to call her own, 
The house is stripped, no victuals, not a bone ; 
For everything is pawn'd to give him drink — 
How sad that man to such as this can sink ! 
His wife, too often, follows in his beat. 
Hell's victory is then indeed complete. 

The glutton of his belly makes a god, 
But is, in truth, a poor and harmless clod 
Who thinks of nothing but his body's ease, 
And how he can his lordly stomach please. 
He pampers it with meat so richly dress'd. 
Until, at last, it can no food digest ; 
The other members then perforce decay. 
And so the greedy glutton ends his day. 
How gluttons long for healthy appetite 
Plain shows the anecdote which here I cite : 

A portly alderman once chanc'd to meet 
A poor and ragged beggar in the street. 
" I die of hunger," stretching out his palms, 
Said the poor beggar, as he ask'd for alms. 
The alderman was touched, and gently sigh'd 
As, holding out his hand, he thus replied : 
" Here, take this crown, and two thou shouldst 

obtain, 
Couldst give me half of what thou dost complain !" 
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The miser has no other god but gold, 
Which, treasured up in heaps and daily told, 
He gloats o'er, with a transport e'en as wild ' 
As that of mother o'er her firstborn child. 
He hoards each penny with such anxious care. 
It cuts him to the quick, a groat to spare 
To buy the wretched scraps that scarce contrive 
To keep his miserable frame alive. 
And see him, as he on his deathbed lies ! 
His shriveird face and keen and hungry eyes 
Are bent upon the chest where lies his wealth. 
And, when the room is empty, mark the stealth 
With which, although he scarce can move, half-dead 
He crawls from out his filthy ragged bed. 
To count his gold and press it to his heart. 
And, as he thinks he soon from it must part. 
He cries in anguish, and bemoans his fate, 
Without one thought of God, or future state. 
i\nd though envelop'd in his gold he lies. 
In poverty the wretched miser dies. 

The gambler, like the miser, makes a god 
Of gold ; but yet the path t' obtain it trod 
Is not the same as that by miser sought. 
The gambler risks his gold, with only thought 
That favouring fortune may increase his store. 
If chance he wins, he only thirsts for more ; 
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And if he loses, longs for what he's lost : 

To gain this back he never counts the cost, 

But gambles on until is gone his all, 

For e'en his clothes he scarce his own can call. 

Then home he goes to meet his wretched wife 

Without a coin to buy the wants of life. 

Thus he begins — ^then finding Fortune's wheel 

Against him in his play, he turns his heel 

On luck, and makes the fickle goddess cheat, 

And seem with fav'ring smile him still to greet. 

The feints and tricks he practises to win, 

Become at last an all-absorbing sin. 

His wily fingers he so deftly trains. 

His dupes think luck alone assists his gains. 

Thus he goes on, until at la^t, when caught, 

By the dread arm of Justice he is taught 

That man, of sense of honesty bereft, 

Who cheats, commits no other crime but theft. 

The atheist : 'tis sad that him we trace 
Throughout the world, in every shade of race. 
By atheist, I mean those men who own 
No unseen Power supreme, but man's alone. 
Idolaters have e'en more sense than those 
Who calmly look around, and say, arose 
The mighty structure of our beauteous earth, 
And every creature on it that hath birth, 
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From simple laws of nature, and that naught 
Except those laws such marv'Uous wonders wrought. 
Ye fools ! who fram'd these laws but Him call'd 

God? 
Th' unseen Almighty, who, with simple nod. 
Could toss and scatter them abroad like chaff, 
And write upon their tomb this epitaph : 

" Beneath this world here lie the laws of nature, 
Framed, as some say, by human legislature ; 
If man erst made them, why, he knows the mode 
Of framing yet another nature's code. 
So let him try ; but if he fail, confess 
That God is God, but man is something less." 

Pray, think ! By men was e'er made any law 
Without some error, or defect, or flaw ? 
In laws of nature who e*er found defect ? 
From immemorial time they stand erect. 
And prove that God, their origin divine. 
Hath made them part of His sublime design. 

Tis said with truth, much learning makes men 

mad ; 
No greater proof of this can e'er be had 
Than that the passion of the present day 
For seeking hidden laws, has led astray 
So many from the path of faith in God 
Which, Tore deep learning came, in youth they trod)^^ 
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To think that He doth not exist, because 
He gave them brains to find out nature's laws. 

The ritualist : . a Protestant in name ; 
The name alone is all that he can claim. 
A hybrid cur who fears to go to Rome, 
So worships *neath another Church's dome. 
I write not 'gainst the layman ritualist, 
But him who tampers with the Eucharist, 
And claims a bishop's hands are so divine, 
They give him power to turn plain bread and wine, 
By his poor mortal touch and simple word. 
Into the blood and body of our Lord. 
I quarrel not with Church that teaches thus, 
Nor do I call such teaching blasphemous. 
Tis right that every Church should have its faith. 
And every member of it tread the path 
His Church directs. 'Tis him though I despise 
Who roams about in Church of England guise ; 
Who, when ordain'd, in solemn manner swore 
To teach her faith and doctrine evermore ; 
Who e'en receives, to preach this doctrine, pay ! 
And yet this scoundrel tries to lead astray 
His hearers, and that very faith t' undo 
That he, at ordination, swore was true. 
Swindler and perjurer should be his name — 
Priest such as he, the devil, well can claim ! 
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Thus we conclude our chart of human crimes, 
Fiird in, alas ! too truly, from the times 
In which we live, and which we fain would say 
Was incorrectly drawn ; but every day 
And every hour, nay, every minute, proves 
Mankind still follows in those deep wide grooves 
Of sin, that have, e'en since the world began. 
Been e'er the blinding bitter curse of man. 
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MOTHER. 

A PALE sad form stands by a tiny cot 

With drooping head ; how sad hath been her lot ! 

For 'tis a woman, young, with face so fair 

One scarce could fancy such a deep despair 

Could on it rest, or make those cheeks so sad 

That once had been with merry smiles o'erclad. 

What is her story ? Lift that tiny sheet 

From off that cot ! Behold those tiny feet ! 

A short span further, see that tiny head ! 

A babe's wee form now lies before thee dead ! 

Ay, dead ! and cold and motionless as stone, 

A mother's joy for ever now hath flown. 

See ! tearless there, with pale wan face she stands, 

Her heaving breast alone and firm-clasp'd hands 

Too true are signs that happiness hath fled 

From her for ever, now her babe lies dead. 

Tis but a month, nay scarce so long as that, 

Since she a wife and happy mother sat 

With child and husband, in her much-lov'd home ; 

But now a widow, childless, she must roam, 

And seek her bread with strangers who know not 

How sad on earth will be her future lot. 

7 
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MY BABY. 

What made me, years ago, so bright ? 
What cheer *d the day from morn till night ? 
What turned all sadness to delight ? 

My Baby ! 

What occupied me through the day, 
And, with its merry infant play. 
Drove care and dulness far away ? 

My Baby ! 

What lay beside me whon at rest. 
Its tiny arms upon me prest, 
And sweetly nestling on my breast ? 

My Baby ! 

What kicked its rosy feet so wee, 
And clapp'd its chubby hands in glee. 
As dear papa came in for tea ? 

My Baby ! 
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What wagg*d its little roguish head, 
And raised its hands in laughing dread, 
As good old nurse said, " Time for bed ?" 

My Baby ! 

Who tends me now with watchful eye, 
As age creeps on, and death draws nigh, 
But he who was, in years gone by, 

My Baby ? 
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MY FAN. 

I CANNOT read, I cannot write, 

I cannot dryik or eat ; 
I pace about from mom to night, 

I dread a friend to meet. 

I cannot work, I cannot play, 

I cannot laugh or weep ; 
I loiter idle all the day, 

At night I cannot sleep. 

I cannot talk, I cannot sing, 

In fact I can do nought ; 
I'm just a blank, a senseless thing, 

Without idea or thought. 

Ah no ! this Jast is not the truth ; 

Tis " thought " has play'd these tricks, 
And brought this poor and simple youth 

To such a dreadful fix ! 

What is the " thought " that can unman 

A youth of thirty-one ? 
Tis thought.of her yclepM " Fan,** 

That awful deed has done ! 
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Twas at a ball that face I saw, 

Which, sculptured in my heart, 
Tis vain to e'en attempt to draw, 

For 't has no counterpart ! 

What joy when I was introduced ! 

What joy ! what bliss divine ! 
The greatest pleasure life produced 

Ne'er equalFd what was mine. 

And, as sh' accepts the dance I claim, 

She says with winning voice : 
" I fear I hardly caught your name." 

I said, " 'Tis Major Joyce." 

But oh ! I ne'er have seen my Fan, 

From that day unto this ; 
And so, I'm like the pelican 

Who roams the wilderness ! 

For love, alas ! the sad tale tells, 

No rest ere gets the man, 
Who can't find out the place where dwells 

His dear beloved " Fan." 
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OUR QUEEN. 

She dwells within her mountain home alone, 
Ruler of millions spread o'er many a land ; 

The brightest star that ever decked a throne, 
Or ruled a nation with a loving hand. 

May bright prosperity and peace serene, 

E'er mark the reign of dear old England's Queen ! 

Alas ! that it shoUid be alone she dwells ; 

No wise good counsellor is by her side. 
No loving Consort now her care dispels. 

Who, years ago, prov'd trusted faithful guide. 
Sad was that hour ! oh would it ne'er had been ! 
That sever'd such an one from England's Queen ! 

Time only marks how wise the path he trod, 
How faithful was the counsel that he gave ; 

And, though his voice is heard now but by God, 
Yet 't seems on earth to issue from his grave, 

And whisper to us " Be as e'er ye've been. 

The firm support of England and her Queen." 
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Then let us rally round our good Queen's throne, 
And show her that her grief and loss we share, 

And that, though widow'd, she stands not alone, 
Who has a grateful people's loving care. 

Thus may we her from lingering sorrow wean, 

And cheer the hearth of England's much-lov'd 
Queen. 

Few countries boast a Sovereign like ours. 
Few monarchs o'er such loyal subjects reign, 

Few ministers, of all earth's mighty pow'rs, 
Stand out so free from all corruption's stain. 

And long may we such peaceful blessings glean ! 

And long may rule Old England's gracious Queen ! 

And when a Higher Power shall deem it right 
To take her from us to, His realms above, 

Oh may our Prince pursue that path so bright 
That she now treads, whom we so dearly love. 

And may his reign be glorious in its sheen 

As that of good Victoria — England's Queen. 
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PADDY'S LOGIC. 

Poor Pat, an exile from green Erin*s shore, 
Whilst wandVing in New York from door to door, 
Saw writ up in the street " Provision Store." 

Its window was so temptingly displayed, 
It seem'd to Pat to say, " Be not dismay'd. 
For thirst and hunger here are both allay'd." 

Hunger and thirst will sharpen most men's wits, 
And every one experienc'd admits 
That few who talk with Paddy come off quits. 

So it assuredly might be opin'd 
That hunger, thirst, and Paddy all combined. 
Would be a match for 'cutest Yankee kind. 

Poor Paddy's stomach loudly called for grub ; 
He sigh'd, and gave his cheek a rueful rub. 
As peep'd sweet luscious butter out its tub. 

" I have no money," said he, with a grin. 
And, lost in thought, he gently strok'd his chin. 
" Begorr, I have it !" says he, entering in. 

" A plate of crackers !" boldly Paddy said. 
The store boss gave him them ; Pat shook his head, 
** I'll take a glass o* whisky, plaze," instead. 
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The bottle handed him, Pat filFd his glass 
And toss'd it ofif with air as bold as brass, 
Then turn'd him round from out the store to pass. 

" Stay !" cried the boss, as Paddy mov*d away, 
" It strikes me forcibly, my stranger gay, 
That for that glass o' grog youVe got to pay !" 

Paddy turn'd back, with face so meek and mild, 
He look'd as guileless as a little child ; 
Then, answering the boss, he slyly smil'd. 

" Faith ! didn't I take that glass o' whisky there, 
'Stead o' that plate o' crackers ? Shure 'tis clair, 
It was a reg'lar sort o' swop affair !" 

" A swop affair be blow'd !" replied the boss, 
" Yer didn't for the crackers pay the dross ; 
So shell out quick, my leery 'cute old hoss !" 

" Well, did I ate 'em ? Tell me that, I say ?" 
Said Pat, without the very least dismay, 
As o'er his face a smile began to play. 

The boss was silent, taken by surprise. 
Puzzled at Paddy's logical replies. 
He look'd at him amaz'd, with wond'ring eyes. 

At last he said, " What's wrong I can't quite see ; 
That I've been done is clear as clear can be. 
Don't try it on again, my boy, with me !" 
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PARABLE OF THE LABOURERS IN THE 

VINEYARD. 

St. Matthew, chap. xx. 

A HOUSEHOLDER one morn went forth, with mind 
Some labourers to work his vines to find ; 
A penny he agreed with each to pay, 
For working in his vineyard for the day. 
Again, about the third hour, when he out 
And saw some others loitering about, 
To these he said, " Work ye until the night, 
And I will give you whatsoe'er is right." 
About the sixth and ninth hours, forth again 
He went, and hir'd still other labouring men. 
Th* eleventh hour had scarce begun to sound, 
When, issuing forth, more idle men he found, 
And said to them, " Why stand ye idle thus ?" 
To which they answered, " No man hireth us." 
To these, too, said he, " Work while yet *tis light. 
And I will give you whatsoe'er is right." 

The Lord commanded, at the close of day, 
The workmen to be summoned for their pay ; 
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And as they came, beginning at the last, 
Each man received a penny as he pass'd. 

Now when the first came, they suppos'd that they 
Would get much more than pennies for their pay. 
But when they, too, received a penny each, 
They Against the goodman murmured in their speech. 
And said, " But just one hour have wrought these 

last ; 
Shall we, who work'd all day, with them be class'd ?" 
The goodman answered one amid the throng 
And said, " I do thee, friend, in truth no wrong. 
Since for a penny didst thou not agree 
To work this morning when I hirM thee ? 
Go on thy way, and take that which is thine ; 
For I the same to first and last assign. 
Can I not do what with mine own I would ? 
Is thine eye evil because I am good ? 
The last shall be the first, say I to you ; 
The caird are many, but the chosen few." 
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PARABLE OF THE MARRIAGE OF THE 

KING'S SON. 

St. Matthew, chap. xxii. 

A CERTAIN king, who sojourned in the east, 
Prepared one day a splendid wedding feast, 
To celebrate the marriage of his son, 
Who lately had a bride's affections won. 
So sent he forth his servants, much delighted. 
To bid attend the guests he had invited. 
But when the message of the king was brought, 
They would not come, but set it quite at naught. 
Again the king sent messengers, who said, 
" The supper waits, the table long is spread." 
But they made light of it and went their ways, 
Some to their farms, not one the king obeys ; 
Whilst others did the messengers pursue, 
Entreated them most spitefully, and slew. 
The king, on hearing this, was filFd with wrath, 
And sent his devastating armies forth. 
Who kiird the murderers, and had no pity, 
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But burn'd their farms, and then destroyed their 

city. 
Then sent he forth his servants yet once more, 
To search the streets, the highways to explore, 
And bid as many as they there could meet, 
In order that the feast might be complete. 
Now, when the king came in, he saw a guest 
Who had not on a proper wedding vest ; 
So saith he, " Friend, how is it thou hast come 
Without a wedding garment ?'* He was dumb. 
Then, to his servants, saith the king in wrath, 
" Here, bind him hand and foot, and cast him forth 
To outer darkness, for 'tis surely true. 
The cali'd are many, but the chosen few." 
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PARABLE OF THE SOWER. 

St. Matthew, chap. xiii. — St: Mark, iv, — St. Luke, viii. 

A SOWER issued forth one spring-time morn, 
To sow his seed ; his baskets full of corn. 
Now as he sow'd, a portion of the grain 
Fell on the way, but had not there long Iain 
Before the birds came and devoured it all, 
And so 'twas lost, and gone beyond recall. 
A portion fell on rocks and stony ground, 
Where little earth or moisture could be found ; 
This quick sprang up, for want of depth of earth, 
But could not thrive, since even at its birth 
It died, scorch'd by the sun's hot piercing ray. 
And, lacking root, it withered away. 
A portion, too, fell on a thorny place. 
And, springing up, was chok'd for want of space. 
But other fell on good and fertile soil. 
Which, ripening well, repaid the farmer's toil ; 
For when in harvest-time 't was reap'd, behold ! 
Some brought forth thirty, some an hundred fold. 
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MORAL. 

The teaching of this parable is plain, 

If readers think where fell the sower's g^ain. 

That in the way, marks those who hear the word, 

But soon the devil in their heart is stirr'd, 

Who takes it swift away, as birds the grain. 

Lest they believe, and thus God's pardon gain. 

That on the rock, marks those who, when they hear, 

Receive the word with love and joy sincere ; 

Not having root, or strength of mind to pray. 

Temptation comes, and then they fall away. 

That 'midst the thorns, are those who, when they 
hear, 

Are chok'd with cares and worldly pleasures dear ; 

God's kingdom these can never hope to share. 

The tree is chok'd before it fruit can bear. 

But that which fell on good and fertile ground. 

Are they in whom an honest heart is found. 

Who, having heard the word, it keep in store, 

And bring forth fruit which lasts for evermore. 
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PICTURES IN THE FIRE. 

'TiS winter. By my lone fireside I'm sitting, 
Amid the deepening gloom of coming night ; 

Dark shadows o'er my chamber walls keep flitting, 
As sheds around the fire its fitful light. 

I gaze upon the embers faintly flaming, 
I think upon the days of years gone by. 

As fancy in my mind keeps ever framing 
New pictures in the ashes as they die. 

I see a white-rob'd boy reverely kneeling 
With folded hands close by his mother's side. 

His infant voice in childlike pray'r appealing 
To God above to be his constant guide. 

I see a schoolboy o'er his lesson bending 
With oft-repeated sigh and puzzled face ; 

I see him too with merry lads contending, 
All fleet of foot, in hard exciting race. 



/ 
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I see the stately piles of Alma Mater, 
The Dons of learned lore within her halls, 

The Cam with crews fast coursing o'er her water, 
The chapel with its rows of oaken stalls. 

I see a blue-eyed maiden shyly linger, 
With downcast look, by tender lover's side ; 

I see a ring placed on her taper finger, 
I see her rise a happy blushing bride. 

I see a fair young mother fondly pressing 
A new-born infant to her loving breast ; 

I see her now weigh'd down by grief oppressing, 
I see a babe in everlasting rest. 

I see a husband to a pale form clinging, 
I see that form grow colder till it dies ; 

And now I see it with bright angels winging 
Its way to heav'nly mansions in the skies. 



S 
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THE SAILOR. 

One bright and glorious day in June, there lay off 

Albion's shore, 
A noble ship of graceful lines, with pennant at the 

fore. 
The deck was rife with sturdy forms, and busy 

sounds were heard. 
But these came faintly through the air, for scarce a 

ripple stirr'd 
The placid sea which calm and smooth lay like a 

grassy plain. 
That gently undulating chants its zephyr's soft 

refrain. 
A pale sad form stands on the beach, and tears 

bedim her eyes, 
As, gazing long and anxiously, the time quick on- 
ward flies. 
For is there not her darling boy amongst that 

vessel's crew. 
From whom she soon, alas ! must part and bid a 

fond adieu ? 
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But, see ! a boat now leaves the ship and speeds 

away for land, 
The sturdy arms which ply the oars quick make it 

reach the strand. 
The mother wipes her tears away, her face lights 

up with joy ! 
With eager step she forward runs, and clasps her 

darling boy. 
A noble youth was he indeed, with bright and 

ruddy cheeks. 
And well might she be proud of him, as joyously 

he speaks : 
" Oh, mother dear, of course you've heard the 

news that war's declar'd, 
And that our ship has orders got, to be at once 

prepar'd 
To sail on shortest notice for the East and join 

the Fleet, 
That now is cruising in the sea of Candia, near 

Crete. 
Oh, mother, isn't this good news? For who 

knows but I might 
Not get promotion on the spot, in case we have 

to fight ?" 
But no responsive smile lights up the mother's 

anxious face, 

8—2 
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She but more firmly clasps her boy in loving fond 

embrace ; 
And, 'mid the silence that ensues, the mother's 

throbbing heart 
Is heard quick beating for the son from whom she 

soon must part 
But, see ! a signal now appears upon the vessel's 

stern. 
Which intimates to those on shore, they must at 

once return. 
The mother gives her darling boy one loving last 

embrace ; 
He turns away, runs tow'rds the boat, and quickly 

takes his place. 
And as it speeds away from shore, until it gains 

the ship, 
In mutter'd prayer, is seen to move the mother's 

cjuiv'ring lip, 
The vessel now is fviU of life, though motionless 

she lies ; 
But clanking, rattling chains proclaim her anchor 

soon will rise ; 
Anc}, as she slowly moves ahead, when steam propels 

the screw, 
A ringing cheer resounds the air ffop hearts both 

brave and true ! 
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Then off she speeds, and turns her head away from 

England's shore, 
To fight her country's battles, as they e'er were 

fought of yore. 
Yet still we see upon the beach, her eyes suffus'd 

with tears, 
The mother gazing at the ship, till't but a speck 

appears. 
And when 'tis wholly gone from view, she sadly 

quits the shore. 
And slowly wends her way tow'rds home, that home 

a home no more. 
The scene is chang'd, our gallant ship lies off the 

Dardanelles ; 
The day is sultry and hot, the time is seven bells. 
The midshipman, whom last we saw from loving 

mother part, 
Now paces up and down the deck, with sadness in 

his heart. 
His laughing, merry smile is gone, and care has 

ta'en its place. 
What causes such a sudden change on that bright 

sunny face ? 
The cause it is not hard to find, there could be well 

no other ; 
The boy has just received from home a letter froni 

his mother. 
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'Tis full of kind and loving words, as ever mother 

penned, 
But oh, alas ! the letters, form'd with trembling 

hand, portend 
That she he loves so tenderly with all his boyish 

love. 
Is destined soon to quit this world for brighter 

realms above. 
She bids him hope she may have strength to write 

yet once again, 
But if it be God's will from earth she sooner should 

be ta'en, 
She hopes her darling boy will put his trust in God 

alone, 
And ever be prepared to come before His judgment 

throne. 
But hark ! what sound is that we hear ? the 

booming of a gun ! 
And look ! what are those signals there, that up the 

masthead run ? 
They show the fight has now commenced, and that 

our British tars 
Must help to prove what mighty strength their 

country now unbars. 
And now another gun is heard ! 'tis follow'd quiqk 

by more, 
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And soon the gallant fleet is seen fast speeding to 

the shore. 
The task they have before them, as its very name 

foretells, 
Requires stout hearts, for is it not to force the Dar- 
danelles ! 
The ships approach the narrow strait ; the forts 

seem in a blaze, 
As, belching forth both shot and shell, they hideous 

uproar raise. 
The foremost ship, unheeding, steams till almost 

close to shore. 
When suddenly she seems on fire ! there comes a 

deafening roar ! 
And cries and shrieks within the fort, with fatal 

truth, proclaim 
The broadside does its ghastly work, that deadly is 

its aim. 
Thus, one by one the gallant ships run by the 

bristling forts. 
Each pouring forth its murd'rous fire from out its 

deadly ports ; 
Until at last the rearmost comes, but she in peace 

steams by, 
For all the forts which line the straits in heaps of 

ruins lie. 



120 The Sailor, 

But let us seek the fortunes of the ship which 
led the van, [man, 

For in her was our sailor boy, our gallant midship- 

We left him sad at heart for her who lov'd him 
more than life. 

But quickly he forgot his grief amid the sounds of 
strife. 

His ship, as leading, had to bear the hottest of the 
fire, 

And gallantly he showed himself as worthy of his 
sire ; 

For he (his father), years ago, a sailor too had been. 

And perish'd fighting manfully for England and 
his Queen. 
The ship had pass'd 'most all the forts, when 
suddenly there fell 

Upon the deck, quite near the boy, a live and hiss- 
ing shell : 

He ran to throw it overboard, with almost light- 
ning speed, 

Amid the cheers of those around who saw the 
gallant deed ; 

But as it left his hand, it burst, with loud and deaf- 
ening sound, 

And shooting forth its dread contents, it haiPd 
them all around. 
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The boy a moment stood erect, then suddenly he 
fell, 

His bleeding form pierc'd through and through 
with fragments of the shell. 

And many an honest sailor tries to stop his rising 
tear, 

As he helps to raise the gallant boy cut short in 
life's career. 

He still has strength to speak, and asks what harm 
the shell has done, 

And when they tell him, says, " Thank God I am 
the only one." 

But now, alas ! there comes a change which marks 
stern Death's embrace ; 

He gazes up above, and looks with sad and anxious , 
. face, 

As though he sees an angel host, and hopes to re- 
cognise 

A form he knows : 'tis found ! for, lo, firm fix'd 
appear his eyes ! 

And now a smile lights up his face ; a look of bliss- 
ful joy, 

He whispers, dying, "Mother dear, behold your 
darling boy !" 
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THE SERMON ON THE MOUNT. 

St. Matthew, chap. v. 

High on a mountain, thus our Saviour taught 
His followers who words of wisdom sought : 
" Blest are the poor in spirit, for 'tis theirs 
To find a heavenly solace for their cares. 
Blest are the meek, on earth shall they be first — 
Those fiird who after righteousness have thirst. 
The merciful shall ever mercy gain. 
The pure in heart a sight of God obtain. 
The peacemakers God's children shall be nam'd. 
Those who for sake of righteousness are blam'd. 
Have Heaven's kingdom waiting to give rest, 
And those revil'd shall ever there be blest. 
Rejoice, and be exceeding glad, for great 
Shall your reward be, in a future state. 
See how the prophets, in the days of old, • 
Were persecuted, when they Christ foretold. 
Ye are earth's salt, but when the salt hath lost 
Its pristine savour, it away is toss'd, 
Cast out and trodden under foot of man. 
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Because 'tis bad, its use for ever gone. 

Light of the world ye are. A city plac'd 

Upon a hill can easily be trac*d. 

Men under bushel never put a light, 

But where its flame is seen, and shineth bright ; 

Before men let your light so shine abroad, 

That it may see and glorify your Lord. 

The law and prophets to destroy, think not 

That I am come ; I but fulfil my lot. 

For unto you I verily do say. 

Till Heav'n above and earth shall pass away, 

No jot or tittle from the law^ is wiird 

To pass, ere God His purpose has fulfilFd, 

Who shall one of the least commandments break, 

And teach men so, his God will him forsake ; 

But whosoever does and teaches them, 

Great in the kingdom is his diadem. 

Except your righteousness shall much excel 

That of the Scribes and Pharisees as well, 

In Heavenly kingdoms never can ye dwell. 

Have ye not heard, in days of old 'twas said 

The slayer shall the arm of justice dread? 

But unto you I say still more, for he 

In danger of the Judgment e'er shall be 

Who anger shows his brother causelessly ; 

And he who * Raca ' doth his brother term, 
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Shall be in danger of the councirs arm ; 

But he who calls his brother * Fool/ in ire, 

Shall be in danger of hell's judgment fire. 

If thou before the altar gifts hast brought, 

And then remembVest 'gainst thy brother aught, 

Leave there thy gifts, and then go on thy way, 

Be reconcil'd, and then thy gifts display. 

Be quick with adversary to agree, 

Whilst thou with him hast opportunity. 

Lest haply thou a prisoner be made, 

And kept so till the utmost farthing's paid. 

If thy right eye offend thee, pluck it out 

And cast it from thee without further doubt ; 

'Tis better far one member to expel. 

Than thy whole body feed the flames of hell. 

Cut off thine hand too, should it act amiss, 

'T may save thy body from hell's dark abyss. 

It has been said, Thou shalt not break thy troth, 

But shalt perform unto the Lord thine oath ; 

Yet I say unto you. Swear not at all, 

And then ye have no need your words recall. 

Nor by the Heaven, for it is God's throne ; 

Nor by the earth, His footstool. His alone ; 

Nor by Jerusalem, the great king's place ; 

Nor by thy head, thou canst not change thy face. 

But let your conversation be * yea,' * nay,' 
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Whatever is more brings evil in its way. 

Ye may have heard, it has been said, forsooth, 

Take eye for eye, and also tooth for tooth ; 

Say I, Resist not evil, but be meek ; 

When smote on right, present thy other cheek. 

If any man will at the law thee sue 

And take thy coat, thy cloak let him have too. 

Whoever thee to go a mile shall ask, 

Go with him twain, and think it not a task. 

To him that asketh, give, and ne'er say * nay ;' 

From him that borroweth, turn not away. 

Ye've heard it hath been said, that ye 

Should love your neighbour, hate your enemy ; 

But I say. Love your enemies, and bless 

All them that curse you, love them none the less ; 

And so be children of your Father, who 

Gives light which shines on good and evil too. 

Love them that love you ! What ran then ye claim ? 

For do not e'en the Publicans the same ? 

Be perfect therefore even as your Lord, 

And then ye gain the Father's jubt reward." 

St. Matthew, chap. vi« 

" Whene'er ye give to those who are in need. 
Do not your alms before men, this take heed ; 
Nor let your trumpet in the streets give sound 
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That ye may be for charity renown*d ; 
But when thou doest alms, for this have care, 
Thy left hand know not what thy right hand bear. 
Pray not as hypocrites, who in the street 
'Fore men their prayers full openly repeat ; 
But pray in secret, then indeed thy Lord, 
The Father, openly will thee reward. , 
When praying, use not repetitions vain. 
The heathen think, more speaking more the gain. 
Be not like them ; your Father knows your need 
Before ye ask Him, e'en before ye plead. 
And when ye pray, thus with Him intercede : 
Our Father which in Heaven art, 

All hallow'd be Thy name ; 
Thy kingdom come ; Thy will be done 

In Heav'n, on earth's domain. 
Give us our daily bread this day, 

Of debts be our Forgiver ; 
Lead not us in temptation's way. 

From evil us deliver. 
The Heav'nly kingdom all is Thine, 

Above Thou hast all power ; 
Thy glory there will ever shine. 
Amen ! for evermore. 
For if ye men their trespasses forgive. 
So will your Father yours, and thus ye live. 



The Sermon on the Mount. 127 

Fast not as hypocrites, who grime their face, 

That men the sign of fasting there may trace ; 

But when thou fastest, wash thy face quite clean, 

Anoint thine head, and* thus it is not seen 

Thou fastest, 'cept in secret by thy Lord, 

Who will thee then most openly reward. 

Let not your treasures on the earth be found, 

Where moth and rust as also thieves abound ; 

Let Heav'n above your treasures e'er conceal. 

Where dwell no moth, no rust, nor thieves to steal ; 

For wheresoever ye set them apart, 

Hard by your treasures will be found your heart. 

Light of the body is the eye so bright, 

If that be single, then quite full of light 

Shall be the body too ; but if thine eye 

Be evil, then thy body full shall lie 

Of darkness ; and if darkness dwell in thee. 

Great shall that darkness be assuredly. 

No man on earth can e'er two masters serve, 

Else must he from the one or other swerve ; 

The one much lov'd, the other fiercely hated, 

Since God and Mammon never can be mated. 

I say in truth to you, ye never ought 

To what ye eat or what ye drink give thought ; ^ 

For is not life much more indeed than meat ? 

The body more than dress, however neat ? 
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Behold the fowls whose pinions wing the sky ! 
They neither sow nor reap, nor food lay by, 
And yet your Father feeds them through the day ; 
Are ye not better much, indeed, than they ? 
Now which, among you all, by taking thought, 
Can add unto his present stature aught ? 
Consider well the lilies of the soil, 
They grow, and yet they neither spin nor toil. 
Yet Solomon, in all his power displayed. 
Was not, forsooth, like one of these array'd ! 
Wherefore if God so clothe the field of corn, 
Which is to-day, and then from root uptorn 
And cast in ovens ; shall not He clothe ye ? 
Ye have but little faith assuredly ! 
Now take no thought of garments when ye meet. 
Nor say, * What shall we drink, what shall we eat ?' 
For after all these things the Gentiles seek ; 
Your heav'nly Fa*:her knows what need the meek.. 
Seek first God's kingdom and His righteousness. 
Then all these things ye shall in trutJi possess. 
Therefore I say. No thought take of the morrow, 
Sufficient for the day will be its sorrow." 

St Matthew, chap. vii. 

"Judge not, Isay, lest ye be judged too. 
For as ye judge, so even men judge you ; 
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And with the selfsame measure that ye mete, 

To you shall it be measured, full, complete. 

And why dost thou the tiny mote espy, 

Which lieth hid within thy brother's eye, 

But never thinkest of the beam so plain, 

That in thine own eye hath so long there lain ? 

Or, how canst thou thy brother's sin reprove. 

And say. Let me thine eye's small mote remove ? 

Thou hypocrite, let thy beam disappear, 

Then shalt thou see thy brother's mote more clear. 

To give what holy is to dogs, decline, 

And neither cast your precious pearls 'fore swine. 

Lest they should trample them beneath their feet, 

And turn again, and rend you in the street. 

Ask, it shall be given ; seek, and ye shall find ;. 

Knock, it shall be open'd ; so it is divin'd. 

Every one who asks shall receive his meed ; 

He that seeks shall find all of which he's need. 
What man is there who, if his son ask bread, 
Will give him rocks, or offer stones instead ? 
Or, ask'd for fish, before him serpents spread ? 
If ye then, being evil, give gifts good. 
More, with the Father, less the likelihood 
That those who ask shall have their gifts withstood, 
Whate'er ye wish that men should do to ycu> 
With them the selfsame practices pursue. 

9 
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To enter in the strait gate e'er take heed, 
For broad the paths that to destruction lead, 
And many are there who go in thereto. 
But those who find the way to life are few. 
Beware of prophets false who dress like sheep. 
But inwardly as rav'ning wolves are deep ; 
Ye know them ever by the fruit they bring : 
Do grapes to thorns, or figs to thistles cling ? 
As every good tree bringeth forth good fruit, 
From those corrupt will naught but evil shoot. 
A good tree cannot evil fruit produce. 
Nor are corrupt trees for good fruit of use ; 
For trees that never cap good fruit acquire, 
Forthwith are hewn down and cast into fire. 
Not every one who saitb to Me * Lord, Lord,' 
Shall gain God's kingdom as his just reward ; 
But he shall gain {t who performs God's word. 
In that day men will say, * In Thee we bide ; 
Lord, have we not in Thy name prophesied ? 
And cast out devils also in Thy name ? 
Did not we by it wondrous works proclaim ?* 
Then will I quickly say, * I know not ye ; 
Depart, y§ workers of iniquity !' 
^Now, whosoever hears these words of Mine, 
And,. hearing them, to do them doth incline 
Him will I liken to that most wise man, 
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Who built his house upon a rocky span, 

Which stood all firm through rains and winds and 

shocks, 
For it was founded upon sturdy rocks. 
But whosoever hears these words and wilt 
Not do them, he is like the man who built 
His house upon a shifting sandy plain, 
And, when the storms and floods came, and the 

rain. 
They beat upon it till at last it fell ; 
Great was its fall, e'en without parallel." 
To instil God's precepts both in word and 

thought, 
'Twas thus that Jesus His disciples taught. 
No words like these were ever preach'd before, 
Nor never will be — never, nevermore. 
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"i^E SEVEN WONDERS OF THE WORLD. 

The " Seven Wonders of the World," 
As known of old, are thus unfurl'd : 

1. Th' Egyptian Pyramids soon burst 
Upon our gaze, as wonder first. 

2. Queen Artemisia erects 
Her Mausoleum as the next. 

3. The Temple then appears to us 
Diana built at Ephesus. 

4. The hanging gardens and the wall 
Of Babylon, the fourth recall. 

5. To find the fifth, to Rhodes we pass — 
The Great Colossus, built of brass. 

6. Sixth, Statue, ivory and gold, 
Of Jupiter Olympus bold. 

7. And Pharos, or the Waitch Tower vast, 
At Alexandria, is the last. 
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SIBYL 

Sibyl was handsome, and blooming, and tender, 
Never by her had my feelings been hurt ;, 

For, when engaged, I did naught but defend her 
From vile aspersions that she was a flirt. 

During our short but fond loving engagement, 
Ne*er word in anger between us had pass'd ; 

Nor did I know what a youhg lady's rage meant ; 
Blissful such ignorance ! Would it could last ! 

Dear was our love till the day we were married ; 

Dear it continued for seven short weeks, 
Whilst on the Rhine in sweet places we tarried. 

Made but for joys which the honeymoon seeks. 

0*er vale and mountain together we wander'd, 
Chiding the day for its being so short ; 

Money and time we both lavishly squandered. 
Bent but on pleasures of every sort. 
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Soon came the time, though, when business said 
pleasure 

Now to the duties of life must give place. 
So, in fond lovingness, I and my treasure 

Back to Old England our steps we retrace. 

But as we enter'd the station at Dover, 

What was the reason^ I really can't say, 
Just at that moment a change came over 

• 

Sibyl's sweet face, and it lasted all day. 

Vainly I ask'd if 'twas I had offended. 
Vainly I spoke in my lovingest tone. 

Scarce to my words was reply condescended. 
So I felt savage, I really must own ! 

And from the time that we left Dover station. 
So it went on till the train got to town ; 

This was the gist of our sweet conversation. 
And when she spoke it was e'er with a frown : 

" Will you be good enough, if not too lazy. 
Look for my wrapper, and give me my shawl f* 

" Certainly, darling, my dear ducky daisy ; 

Here they are, dearie, cloak, wrapper, and all !'* 

" Can't you perceive that the heat is excessive ? 

Open the window, and let in some air!" 
" Yes, dear, I felt it was riather oppressive ; 

Will that do, dearie, or more can you bear?'* 



Sibyl 135 

" Shut up the window, you really are stupid ; 

Cannot you see that the wind is too strong ?" 
Joys such as these bring that little brute Cupid, 

Think I, whilst hoping it will not last long. 

But it continued for weeks without ceasing, 
Matters becoming each day worse and worse ; 

Sibyl's bad temper kept only increasing, 
Till I began to find home was a curse. 

Would had enacted a wise legislature. 

Marriage to be 'gainst the laws of the land ; 

For, " You're a brute, sir !" and words of like nature, 
Utter'd unceasingly, few men can stand. 

So it soon ended, that I and my ** darling," 
Both of us foUow'd the paths we thought best, 

Since, when together, 'twas cat and dog snarling, 
But, when apart, there was some chance of rest 

So my advice is to those who would marry, 

Not to be eager in choosing a wife ; 
But, on the brink of destruction to tarry, 

Then, shake their heads, and retire from the strife ! 
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THE SOLDIER. 

OUTSIDE his tent one winter's morn, there stood in 

distant land, 
An Englishman, of form erect, with rifle in his 

hand ; 
His belts of buff and coat of red proclaimed him 

son of Mars, 
And that he'd left his hearth and home to fight his 

country's wars. 
His form show'd manliness and strength, his mien 

was brave and bold. 
And yet a tear bedew'd his cheek, which could a 

tale unfold ; 
For had not he, long years ago, left father, sister, 

brother. 
And loving wife and infant child, and tender, kind, 

old mother? 
■ But this is not the reason why that tear runs down 

his face, 
Nor why that cloud of sadness on his manly brow 

we trace ; 
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So we must other reasons seek, which are not far 

away, 
For see that corporal who brings the orders of the 

day! 
Let us approach, and listen to the paragraph he 

reads, 
Which causes anxious looks 'mid those around, as 

he proceeds : — 
" To-morrow morn the Twenty First and Eighty 

Seventh corps. 
With ninety rounds of cartridge ball, will form 

parade at four. 
To be the storming-party to attack the great 

redoubt. 
And -evVy effort must be made to drive the Rus- 
sians out. 
The Gen'ral knows 'tis needless that such gallant 

corps be told. 
The task they have before them will require 

hearts stout and bold ; 
For he is sure that they will fight as e'er they 

fought of yore, 
And ne'er return until they add fresh laurels to 

their store." 
It is no cowardice or fear that makes our soldier 

weep, 
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But thoughts of that dear wife at home, he loves 

with love so deep ; 
For, should it be his lot next morn, to .find a sol- 
dier's grave. 
From whom can his dear wife and child a homely 

shelter crave ? 
His father, brother, sister too, and mother are no 

more, 
For all have died since years ago he left his native 

shore ; 
And so his much-lov'd wife and child, alone, the 

world must face, 
Should he to-morrow mom be found locked in cold 

Death's embrace. 
'Twas thus his thoughts turn'd tow'rds that home 

where liv'd his all in all ; 
And might such thoughts not cause e'en tears from 

braver men to fall ? 
But sterner duties in the field drive homeward 

cares away. 
And soon each man is seen at work preparing for 

the fray ; 
Observe the care he takes to keep his rifle free from 

rust. 
For well he knows one speck of dirt might make 

him bite the dust. 



The Soldier, 139 

Each buckle is examin'd well, each strap from end 

to end ; 
For e'en on trifles small as these our soldiers* lives 

depend. 
Tis night ! in camp no sound is heard, until the 

clocks strike four, 
Then muffled sounds, and whispers deep, proclaim 

has come the hour 
When Britons must again show forth, 'mid cannon's 

roar and smoke. 
No fear pervades the breasts of men whose hearts 

are made of oak. 
In silence deep the men fall in, and scarce a 

sound is heard 
Except the calling of the rolls, and then there 

comes the word 
" Quick march !" which gives the signal, and off 

steps the gallant band. 
To tread the path of fame once more, and fight for 

Albion's land. 
A beam of pleasure lightens up their practis'd 

Gen'ral's eye. 
As one by one their sturdy forms he views, as they 

pass by ; 
And well may General be proud to lead such men 

AS they. 
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Whom nought but victory or death their onward 

march will stay. 
The distance 'twixt the camp and fort is quickly 

passed, and then 
The GenVal orders officers in line to form their 

men ; 
A strong reserve is left in rear behind a slight in- 

cline ; 
Th' advance is sounded ; then steps off the foremost 

" thin red line." 
The fort is reach'd, but not before some score lie 

on the ground, 
Whose destiny is soldier's grave ; where is there 

nobler mound ? 
A second line now quick runs up to aid the first 

advance, 
And 'midst this latter might be seen the noble 

countenance 
Of him whose cheek with briny tear was wet the 

morn before. 
But which is now begrim'd with dirt and powder, 

smoke and gore. 
The rifles crack ! the cannons roar ! the clash of 

steel is heard ! 
But high above the clamour sounds the gallant 

Gen'ral's word : 
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* Charge, my brave boys ! and show the foe a 

front that ne'er was beat, 
And that a sturdy British lad knows not the 

word ' defeat T " 
The struggle now is hand to hand ! the fray is at 

its height ! 
Behold ! our gallant soldier there ! the foremost in 

the fight ! 
He scales the slope ! beats back the foe ! the valiant 

deed is done ! 
His foot is now within the fort ! the victory is won ! 
But oh, alas ! as there he stands, the hero of that 

day, 
The ruddy glow upon his face, quick turns to ashy 

grey ; 
A death-like pallor spreads his cheek, the look of 

which appals ; 
The deadly bullet does its work — ^he totters ! then 

he falls ! 
And as his comrades rais'd him. up with gentle care 

and love, 
A tender look came o'er his face ; he gaz^d up above, 
As though he sought a sign from there ; it came, 

for lo he smiFd, 
And, dying, murmured, "God above protects my 
wife and child." 
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THE SOLDIER'S RETURN. 

" Fair maiden, in the village near, 
Pray tell me where do dwell 

A yeoman called Jacob Steer, 
And she, his daughter Nell ?" 

So spake a youth, whose sunburnt face, 
Seam'd o'er with many a scar. 

Proclaimed he did his steps retrace 
From wars in lands afar. 

A lithe and supple youth was he, 

With merry laughing eye. 
And manly gait as bold and free 

As bird that wings the sky. 

And she, the maid to whom he spake. 

Alike was young and fair, 
With voice as sweet as e'er did wake 

The balmy summer's air. 



The Soldier^s Return, 143 

** Brave sir," saith she, with rising tear, 

" My tale is sad to tell ; 
Good Jacob Steer, since many a year, 

Within his grave doth dwell. 

" One stormy night, as home he rode 

From yonder distant town, 
A torrent from the mountain flow'd 

And brake the bridge adown. 

" Of this, poor Jacob knowing, naught, 

He in the torrent fell ; 
Alack ! next morn his corpse they brought 

To me, his daughter Nell. 

" But come ye not, good sir, from where 

Our soldiers fought of late ? 
And if so, did ye chance to hear . 

Of one nam'd Michael Whaite ? 

" He left yon house upon the hill. 

Six years or more ago : 
Folks said to soldier was his will, 

But none did rightly know." 

" Right well, fair maid, the youth I knew. 

And oft fought by his side. 
As cannons roar*d and bullets flew. 

Amid the battle tide ! 



e 
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" But tell me what thou wouldst with him ? 

For, if I speak the truth, 
Though brave, and fram'd of goodly limb, 

He was a graceless youth. 

A graceless youth as ever made 
A mother's eye to weep, 
Or broke the heart of village maid 
With vows he ne'er would keep. 

" I fear me, from that trickling tear 

That on thy cheek I see, 
Thou hold'st this Michael Whaite too dear, 

Who careth not for thee. 

" He loves a maid across the sea. 

For 'twas for her he tarried ; 
And like eno' it is that he 

This damsel now hath married !" 

" Brave youth, oh tell me not, I pray, 

He careth not for me ; 
For, since he left, nor night nor day 

My thoughts from him were free. 

" Methinks that he of whom I spake 

Is not the one ye knew; 
For he, my love, would ne'er forsake 

The maid that lov'd him true. 
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" For nobler heart did ne'er create, 

Than his, the God above. 
Farewell, good sir ; thy Michael Whaite 

Was not mine own true love." 

" Oh stay, I prithee, maiden sweet, 

Turn not so quick away. 
But bide a moment, I entreat. 

And list to what I say. 

" Oh ! tell me, canst thou not be mov'd 

With love towVd one like me ? 
For have I not quite fully prov'd 

Thy Michael false to thee ?" 

" Thou knowest not," the maid replied,- 

" A woman's loving heart ; 
Or thou hadst ne'er with untruth tried 

My love from me to part 

" So, gallant sir, go on with thee, 

And cure this sudden whim ; 
Mine own true love will e'er love me, 

And I will e'er love him." 

So spake the maid, and anger shot 

From out her sparkling eye, 
As off she ran, with nimble foot, ' 

Towards her home hard by. 

10 
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The youth awhile upon her gaz*d, 

As quick she sped along, 
And then, with loving smile he rais'd 

His voice in joyful song. 

The maiden quickly caught the sound, 

Then, like a timid deer. 
She started, stopped, and tum'd her round. 

Erect with listening ear. 

A wond'ring look her face o'erspread : 

She stood a moment dumb : 
Then cried she out, as back she sped, 

" I come, my love, I come ! 

" Oh, Michael ! how couldst ever tell 

Me such a sinful tale ? 
Didst think that I, thy plighted Nell, 

Had heart so false and frail ?" 

Within yon house, just over there, 

A loving couple dwell ; 
Nor has the thorp a happier pair, 

Thaij Michael and his Nell. 
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PRAYER. 

Prayer is the breatning of the soul 

That lies in silent death, 
Beyond the mortars weak control, 

Till prayer becomes its breath. 

Then waken'd soul with mortal blends, 

As fervent prayer is given ; 
And, with the soul as it ascends, 

The mortal soars to heaven ! 

What bliss when, for the time, man gains 
Those realms by angels trod ! 

For, freed by prayer from earthly chains, 
His soul is wrapt with God ! 



10 — 2 
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THE LANDE OF LANVAUX. 

A BRETON LEGEND. 

In olden time, long years ago, 
The desert waste, Lande of Lanvaux, 
Was studded o'er with many a cot ; 
And scarce on earth was fairer spot, 
For Nature shed her bount'ous yield 
O'er many a tree and many a field. 

St. Peter and St. Paul one day, 
Happ'd on this smiling plain to stray, 
(For saints must wander, if they would 
Throughout this wicked world do good !) 
A friendly staff had each in hand, 
To give a saintly reprimand 
To snarling curs, who, craving dinner. 
No difference see 'twixt saint and sinner ! 
And wallets, too, these good men bare 
To stow the food folk gave for prayer. 

Now, as a village came in view, 
Down pour'd the rain, and winds fierce blew, 
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So on they trudg'd with quicken'd pace 

To find a sheltered resting-place. 

It chanc'd, the nearest house at hand 

Belonged to Monsieur Richard Bland, 

A wealthy man of bad report, 

A miser and a rogue, in short. 

Wet through and through, and wearied sore. 

They knock'd at Monsieur Richard's door ; 

Within they heard a shuffling tread, 

Then Monsieur Bland pok'd out his head. 

" Good sir, oh may we here abide 

Awhile, until our clothes are dried ?" 

In doleful tones the good saints cried. 

But Monsieur Bland, the moment when 

He saw the twain were holy men. 

Swore if they did not quit his house, 

He'd let his savage watch-dog loose. 

Th* affrighted saints, in mortal dread. 
Along the village quickly sped, 
Seeking the poorest cot where they 
In shelter from the rain could stay. 

The one at which they sought admission, 
And where they humbly ask'd permission 
To warm their limbs, so cold and shivery, 
Was own'd by poor old Gaffer Misery. 
It was a wretched place indeed ! 
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For Misery liv'd in direst need, 

And hunger, in its gauntly flight, 

Did oft upon his threshold light 

He gave them, though, a welcome warm. 

And bade them enter from the storm. 

" Sit down, sit down, my friends," he said ; 

" Take one the chair, and one the bed. 

Whilst I will try if I can raise 

These sticks into a cheery blaze. 

For food Fm badly off, I fear. 

And these poor crusts are frugal cheer ; 

But man is bountiful, they say. 

When all he's got he gives away." 

They thank'd him, ate the crusts, and dried 

Their clothes before his poor fireside. 

Now, when they warm and rested were. 
Uprose St. Peter from his chair, 
And thus he spake : 

" A good man art thou, Misery, 
For all that man hath gi'en to thee 
Hast thou gi'en us, and not with thought 
That, in return, thou wouldst get ought. 
But simply for the love of God. 
Well hast thou path of goodness trod, 
For, if thy Faith shall equal be 
To this thy loving Charity, 
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Thou only hast a wish to name, 
And granted now shall be the same !" 

Then did old Misery quickly ken 
He stood before two holy men ; 
So fell he on his tottVing knees, 
And said, " Good saints, oh may it please 
Your reverences, but I have 
One single wish alone to crave. 
Your reverences chance may see 
Outside my door an apple-tree. 
Now every year much fruit it bears. 
But every year this disappears ; 
For wicked rogues do all it thieve, 
And not poor me an apple leave. 
So j^rant, I pray, that whosoe'er 
To climb my apple-tree shall dare, 
Imprisoned in its boughs shall be. 
Until I tell him he is free." 

Then cried the saints, " Thy wish is granted ;" 
And as they went their way they chanted : 
" Tis up a tree the thief shall be. 
Until old Misery sets him free ! 
Tis up a tree the thief shall be. 
Till poor old Misery sets him free !" 

* if. ¥: if: 

The spring was mild, the summer warm. 
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And autumn came without a storm ; 
Old Misery rubb'd his hands m glee. 
For, on his dear old apple-tree 
The rosy fruit in clusters hung, 
And, gazing up, the old man sung : — 
" Don't climb ye there, my cunning thief. 
Unless ye wish to come to grief!" 
And Misery smil'd with cjuaint conceit. 
As off he went his daily beat. 

'Twas earlier than his wont that day 
Old Misery took his homeward way, 
For scraps he not in vain had wooed ; 
And so his bag was fill'd with food. 

Now, when he near his cottage drew, 
Of course his tree first met his view ; 
He shaded with his hand his eyes, 
And gaz'd intently with surmise ; 
At last he said ; " Tm much mistaken 
If I don't see those branches shaken." 
So on he trudg'd at quicker rate. 
And soon he reached his garden gate. 
But there he stood, stock-still, amaz'd ! 
For as his feyes he upwards raised, 
He saw the form of Monsieur Bland 
Breaking the twigs with either hand, 
And struggling hard to reach the ground ; 
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But all in vain, the boughs around 

Entangled him, until at last 

He could not stir, he stuck so fast ! 

" So, monsieur !" Misery began, 
" It's you who robs the poor old man ! 
But, by my troth, the neighbours all. 
Aye, every one, both great and small, 
Assuredly shall come and see 
A rich man up a poor man's tree ! 
And know a thief is Monsieur Bland ! 
Adieu monsieur !" with wave of hand, 
And bow in mocking compliment. 
Said Misery, as off he went. 

The neighbours one and all soon came, 
And loudly on him cried " Shame ! shame !" 
For all the folk around well knew 
He was a surly, churlish screw. 
But up till then did not believe. 
That he would condescend to thieve. 

" Good Misery, let me down, I pray. 
And for the fruit Til double pay," 
Said Monsieur Bland, with guilty face. 
For much he felt his dire disgrace : 
But Gaffer Misery shook his head'; 
" No, there you stay, my friend !" he said. 
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So up the tree, in dreadful fright, 

The miser stuck until 'twas night, 

Bemoaning that his thievish tricks 

Had brought him into such a fix. 

But when 'twas dark, the beggar thought 

That Monsieur Bland had well been taught 

The rich to justice may be brought. 

When in a thievish act they're caught ; 

So spake he from his cottage door : 

" My friend, you're free ; do wrong no more !" 

And down he came at Misery's beck, 

So quick, he nearly broke his deck ! 

Now weeks sped on, and months quick pass'd 
O'er Misery's head, until at last 
There came on him a sickness sore, 
And Death rapp'd loudly at his door. 
* Come in," said he, in shaky tones, 
And in strode Death with rattling bones. 
" Time's up ! so come along !" croak'd Death, 
"And don't keep struggling there for breath ; 
But close your mouth and keep it steady, 
And then you'll very soon be ready !" 
" I'm ready now," did Misery cry 
" Born was I poor, and poor I die ; 
So why should such poor mortal clay, 
Wish any longer here to stay ? 
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But Tore I go. I pray thee grant 

A beggar's last and dying want. 

Within the garden did you see, 

All full of fruit, an apple-tree? 

Well, IVe a very strong desire 

To eat an apple ere th^ fire 

Of life sheds forth its final spark ; 

So if outside 'tis not too dark. 

Oh would you climb the tree and try. 

To get me one before I die ?" 

" If that be all you want," said Death, 
" You may a moment keep your breath ; 
ril do your will, so rest content 
Till I return ;" and out he went. 

Now, when the apple-tree he found, 
He laid his scythe upon the ground ; 
Then up he climb'd, and soon did find 

A juicy apple to his mind. 
But, as he turned him to descend. 
He found that though he did expend 
His utmost strength, 'twas all in vain. 
The boughs firm held him as a chain. 

So cried he, " Misery, Misery, come 1" 
But Misery was both deaf and dumb. 

Again he cried, " Oh, Misery, pray, 
Do come and break these boughs away !" 
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But still old Misery silence kept, 
Whilst Death in fury storm'd and wept, 
And whin*d, " Oh, Misery, pray hear reason, 
Fve much to do this stormy season !'* 

Then Misery from his hut cried out, 
" The weather's good lor you^ no doubt, 
But Tm in no particular hurry. 
So don't you be in such a flurry ! 
Awhile ago you said, * Keep steady,' 
And better am I much already ! 
So pray keep quiet and take it easy. 
Although the weather's cold and breezy !" 

Cried Death, " Oh, if you'll set me free. 
You ten long years in peace shall be." 

" Ten years," said Misery, " nay, friend, nay ! 
My terms are till the Judgment' Day !" 

" Agreed," said Death, " you think you're clever. 
But Misery shall exist for ever !" 

The beggar cried, " I set you free." 
Enrag'd, Death leapt from out the tree. 
And, snatching up his scythe, he mow'd 
Down men and women as he strode : 
House, tree, barn, field, horse, cow, dog, sheep, 
All fell beneath his furious sweep. 
Till naught at last could there be trac'd, 
But Misery on the desert waste ! 
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ELLA'S SOLILOQUY. 

As charming sweet Ella one morning was sitting, 

Beneath the cool shade of the red rowan-tree, 
Her brow became thoughtful : she laid down her 
knitting, 
And, talking aloud, she said, " Just let me see ; 
'Tis twelve months to-day — Oh, how quick time is 
flitting— 
Since, Harold, oiy love, his troth plighted to me. 



" Yes ! twelve months to-day ! Oh, how well do I 
mind me ! 
We stood all alone 'neath yon wide-spreading oak : 
How handsome he look'd ! How his strong arm 
entwin'd me ! 
How sweet was his voice, as he lovingly spoke ! 
He left me a girl, but a woman hell find me. 
For quickly buds woman *neath love's tender 
yoke. 
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"How I look*d on the ground, at him scarce even 
glancing, 
When he ask'd me to be his own dear loving 
bride ! 
What thrills through my bosom came leaping and 
dancing ! 
As, blushing, a faint piutter'd * Yes,* I replied ! 
Oh love ! is there joy in this earth more entrancing ? 
O Harold ! O would thou wert now by my side !" 

" Oh war ! cruel war ! why should nations be fight- 
ing? 

Oh why should the world not be ever at rest ? 
Alas ! though too oft is the fierce battle blighting 

The heart full of love in the poor maiden's breast ! 
For war, horrid war, is for ever inciting 

Mankind to leave kindred, of glory in quest !" 



" What's all this of war that I hear my love saying ' 
A manly voice spoke in the startled maid's ear 

A cry of delight ! then love's impulse obeying, 
She sprang in the arms of her Harold so dear! 

And soon tow'rd the wide-spreading oak were thejr 
straying, 
He talking of battles, she listening in fear I 
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KEEP STILL, MY BABY. 

Keep still, keep still, my baby fair ! 

For much thy mother hath to bear. 
O cease thy cry, and close thine eye, 
Until a deep and soothing sleep 
Shall lull thy infant care. 

Keep still, keep still, my baby fair ! 

Thou know'st not what I have to bear. 
With sword in hand, in far-off land, 
Thy father shows his country's foes, 

What British hearts can dare. 

But oh, perchance he liveth not, 
For soldier's grave may be his lot ; 
Or stricken sore and wet with gore, 
Without a friend his wounds to tend, 
He lies all unforgot. 

Perchance in thickest of the fight, 
He may be winning laurels bright. 
God send he may escape the fray. 
And bring a name of world-wide fame. 
On thee, my babe, to light ! 
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So keep thee still, my baby dear, 
For though thou only canst me cheer, 

In silence deep I fain would weep ; 

T may ease the pain that racks my brain, 
So wild with hope and fear. 
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A DREAM OF HEAVEN. 

I 

I DREAMED that I was borne aloft upon an angel's 

wings, 
Who soared far into mighty space away from earthly 

things ; 
The path at first was dark, but as to heav'n we 

nearer drew, 
Oh ! what a vast and glorious scene burst then upon 

my view ! 
A wondrous light beam'd forth, but whence its 

source I could not trace. 
For all its marvellous ray lit up interminable space ! 
Entranced, I stood beside a door of massive polish'd 

gold. 
Which opened wide from time to time t* admit both 

young and old. 
And, as I stood and gaz'd upon the numbers 

entering in, 
I thought how merciful was God to cleanse all such 

from sin ! 

II 
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And, through the portals swinging, as was oped 

that golden door, 

Came the voice of angels singing, " Here is joy 
for evermore !" 

First came a little wandVing child, in torn and tat- 

ter*d shirt. 
Its little legs and feet all bare, and covered o'er with 

dirt: 
It stood in wonder at the door ! but soon it gently 

smird. 
As spoke a mother's loving voice, " My child, my 

darling child !" 
And, through the portals swinging, as the child 

pass'd through the door. 
Came the voice of angels singing, " Here is joy 

for evermore !" 

Then came a man with guilty brow, who wore a 

villain's face. 
And of the hangman's deadly rope his neck show'd 

fatal trace ; 
But when he saw that wondrous light, " O God, O 

God !" he cried, 
" Have mercy !" then there sang a voice, " The door 

is open wide." 
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And, through the portals swinging,as the murdVer 

pass'd the door, 
Came the voice of angels singing, " Here is joy 

for evermore !" 

Then came a care-worn woman, down whose cheeks 

streamed many a tear. 
As she stood before the gate and cried," Oh, husband, - 

art thou here ?" 
And then, as swung the door, I saw the murdVer, 

but his face 
Shone like an angel's, as his wife received his first 

embrace ! 
And, through the portals swinging, as the glad 

wife pass'd the door. 
Came the voice of angels singing, " Here is joy 

for evermore !" 

A poor old white-hair'd man then came, with 

tott'ring steps, so weak 
He sank upon the threshold, and had scarcely 

strength to speak ; 
Then swift two white-robed angels flew from out 

the glorious dome. 
And bare him gently in their arms, to his long, long- 

pray'd-for home ! 

n— 2 
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And, throu^ tfie portals swinging, as the old 

man pass'd the door, 
Came the voice of angels singing, " Here is joy 

for evermore !" 

A wan and pale-fac'd maiden with a look of terror, 

came, 
And in her poor and wasted arms she bore a child 

of shame : 
" O Lord," she cried, " Thy mercy show ! Can guilt 

like mine come in ?" 
Then sang a voice, " The penitent are cleans'd from 

all their sin." 
And, through the portals swinging, as the maiden 

passed the door. 
Came the voice of angels singing, " Here is joy 

for evermore !" 

Then came a slave, whose chains and scars showM 

master's cruel yoke ; 
He gaz'd in terror round him, as he knelt ar.d 

humbly spoke : 
"O God, protect the poor black slave!" Then 

sang a heav'nly voice : 
" All here are free, both black and white ; cast off 

thy chains, rejoice!" 
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And, through the portals swinging, as the poor 

slave pass'd the door, 
Came the voice of angels singing, " Here is joy 

for evermore !" 

From every land on earth came men, of every race 

and creed. 
And those who every crime had wrought, all came 

for grace to plead ; 
And all who in pure faith believ'd that God, in 

mercy great, 
Had sent His Son to save the world, all pass'd that 

shining gate ! 
And, through the portals swinging, as they pass'd 

the golden door. 
Came the voice of angels singing, " Here is joy 

for evermore !" 

And angels came with new-born babes, whose feet 

had never trod 
The wicked earth, who free from sin appeared 

before their God : 
And angels brought poor savages, who never yet 

had heard 
The blessed truths of Scripture, and had ne'er been 

taught God's Word. 
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And, through the portals swingings as they pass'd 

the golden door, 
Came the voice of angels singing, ** Here is joy 

for evermore !" 

And then, methought, with sudden swoop ! I fell 
through mighty space ! 

Until my feet upon the earth again found resting- 
place I 

Then I awoke ; but still that dream is pictured in 
my brain ! 

And still I see that wondrous light, and hear that 
glorious strain ! 
And I see those portals swinging, and I see that 

golden door I 
And I hear those voices singing, " Here is joy 
for evermore !" 
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FATHER MURPHY'S DEFINITION OF A 

MIRACLE. 

A PARISH priest of green old Erin's Isle, 

A jovial priest, one of the good old style. 

Who lik'd his grog, but ne'er was known t' exceed, 

Whose purse was open to the poor in need, 

Whose face oft beamed upon his lordship's table. 

Whose sound advice was sought on dogs, on stable. 

On horses, crops, top-dressing, ploughs, on draining. 

And all to sport and farming appertaining ; 

In fact, the very man to suit a village 

Where sport was lov'd, and food obtained by tillage ; 

And yet withal he ne'er was known to shirk. 

When duty call'd him to his parish work ; 

In person rather tall, robust and sleek. 

Such Father Murphy was, of whom I speak. 

The village blacksmith, Tim O'Toole by name. 
Was burly, strong, and known a ** man of fame !" 
For merry twinkles danc'd within his eye. 
And ready was his wit to passer-by ; 
And those who tried to measure words with Tim, 
Were never known to get the best of him ! 
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Now, Tim, alas ! was seldom seen at chapel. 
And, though the priest was no Monsignor Capel ! 
Yet, as one Sunday mom Tim's house he pass'd. 
He used such arguments that Tim at last 
Constrained was to don his Sunday best, 
And follow to the chapel with the rest 

It chanc'd the priest's discourse sang loud the 
praise 
Of miracles in past and present days ; 
He said the latter were divinely wrought, 
And should be class'd with those by Scripture taught. 

Now Tim to this discourse serenely listened, 
But when 'twas o'er and out he went, there glisten'd 
A merry roguish look within his ey>e, 
As spoke he to the priest who pass'd him by : 

" Bedad, your riv'rence, shure that was a great 
And mighty fine discoorse, but troth I'm bate 
Entirely, 'caze yer riv'rence did not tell 
What was the maneing of a miracle !" 

" So then you lik'd the sermon, Tim, and would 
Quite fully understand it, if you could 
The meaning of a miracle be shown/' 
Said Farther Murphy in a bant'ring tone. 

" Troth, an I would indade, yer riverence," 
Said Tim, with look of childlike innocence ! 

" Well, move a little further, Tim O'Toole, 
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And turn your back, and stand as if at school ; 
And then a miracle you'll quickly see 
Is learnt as easy as your ABC!" 

Tim, rather startled, feeling not so bold, 
Mov'd off, and turn'd his back as he was told. 

Said Father Murphy, " That will do : now, Tim, 
Keep perfect silence, and don't stir a limb !" 

Then ran the sturdy priest with footsteps quick. 
And gave poor Tim behind a lusty kick ! 
As if he had been shot, Tim gave a bound, 
And then fell sprawling on the muddy ground ! 

When Tim got up, the priest, quite calm and cool, 
Said, " Tell me, did that hurt you, Tim OToole !" 

" Bedad, and that it did," Tim sadly whin'd, 
As ruefully he rubb'd himself behind ! 

Then cried the priest, in laughing voice satirical, 
" If it had not, it would have been a miracle /" 
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WHY MY LITTLE DOG WAS CALLED 

PETER. 

I HAD a little dog so sweet, 

No dog was ever sweeter ; 
His paws were browner than a peat, 

And so I caird him " Peter !" 

He trotted on three legs with ease, 

On three feet no dog fleeter ; 
And, as his paws hopp'd like three peas. 

Of course I call'd him " Peter !" 

His father bore the name of " Paul," 

And so, to show completer 
His origin, I had to call 

My little doggie " Peter !" 

" Great Czar," in wisdom he excelPd ! 

No dog was e'er discreeter ; 
On this account I was compelled 

Of course, to call him " Peter !" 
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So fond of apple-pips was he, 

No dog was such " pip-eater !" 
That I was quite obliged, you see, 

Of course, to call him ** Peter !" 
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TO DEAR ELLA, ON HER SIXTEENTH 

BIRTHDAY. 

My dearest Nell, thy childhood days 

Are nearly past and gone ; 
Though many a happy thought they'll raise, 

As after-years roll on. 

Soon troubles and the cares of life 

Upon thy brow will press. 
For none pass through this world of strife 

In perfect happiness. 

'Tis now the great foundation-stone 

Of knowledge thou shouldst lay. 
For four-fold will the seed now sown, 

Hereafter thee repay. 

That knowledge is a mine of wealth 

Thou e'er shouldst bear in mind. 
For to that priceless blessing, health. 

It ranks not far behind. 
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'Twill many a trifling care repress, 

For 'tis the grand resource 
Against those hours of idleness, 

That run their daily course. 

So reap, while young, the rip'ning seed 

That learning's field bestows. 
And lay up stores wherewith to feed 

Thy mind, as time on flows. 

Then wilt thou look with heartfelt joy 

Upon thy youthful days, 
And bless the time thou didst employ 

In learning's tangled maze. 

May joy and gladness e'er be thine 

In future years to come. 
And may sweet peace and love entwine 

Bright wreaths around thy hotne ! 
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HE LOVES ME NOT. 

He loves me not ! He loves me not ! 

Or why should he delay 
In asking me to share his lot, 

And be his own for aye ? 

Alas ! each day he seems to grow 
More cold, more cold in tone ! 

And yet my tender looks must show 
I love but him alone ! 

Oh once ! methought he would reveal 
He lov'd, he lov'd me true ! 

Perhaps I did my thoughts conceal, 
Ah ! if he only knew ! 

Will always fond, true love like mine 

^o unrequited be ? 
And will he never give some sign 

He loves, he loves poor me ? 
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She loves me not ! She loves me not ! 

Or surely she would show 
She has not quite, not quite forgot 

That day so long ago : 

That day beneath the linden-tree 

When we stood side by side, 
And I so nearly spoke : " Oh be 

Mine own true bonny bride !" 

But since that hour she seems so cold. 

So changed in every way. 
That day by day I grow less bold, 

And now scarce ought can say. 

Oh ! will she never, never see 

A love so true as mine. 
Within my heart will ever be 

A pure and sacred shrine ? 

Will always fond, true love like mine 

So unrequited be ? 
And will she never give some sign 

She loves, she loves poor me ? 
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HOW JACK CONVERTED A JEW. 

Poor Jack was in the throes of death, 

So sent he for the parish priest 
T' acknowledge with his dying breath 

His sins, and from them be released. 

Jack's days had pass'd in riot, feast 
And merriment, and not a thought 

Of heav'n had struck his mind, at least 
Till now, when fear of death him taught 
A better world than this there should be sought. 



Now, when the priest was come, poor Jack, 

Who native was of Paddyland, 
Lay groaning, moaning on his back,' 

For scarce his pains he could withstand. 

" Well, Pat," the priest said, as his hand 
He gently laid upon the bed, 

" I've come to see you, ere the sand 
Of life be run, and ere you tread 
Your path to Purgatory with the dead." 
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" So now the sins you have committed 

In days gone by you must unfold, 
Not one of them must be omitted, 

Not one of them you must withhold." 

Said Pat, " If all the sins I towld, 
That I in all my life have done, 

Bedad, yer RivVence, I'd be cowld 
And dead afore Td half begun, 
For there's no sin I'm free from — no, not one." 



"These are indeed, Pat, sad confessions 

For one so near his end as you ; 
But did you, 'mid these vile transgressions, 

No good, redeeming action do ?" 

" Bedad, I fear it is too true, 
No good I iver did," said Pat, 

" Though wonst I did convart a Jew, 
A dirty spalpeen, sniv'lling brat ; 
So shure, av coorse I wasn't right in that !" 



" Oh, come, that's something," said the priest, 

" For 'tis a noble act to sow 
The seed which has a soul releas'd 

From sin, and taught him where to go 

12 
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To find the blessed truths, which flow 
rVom knowledge of our Church divine. 

So tell me, Pat, how did you show 
This Jew to make the sacred sign, 
And worship at our Holy Mary's shrine ?" 

*' Well, this IS how it was," said Pat : 

" My ship, yer Riverence, must know. 
Was outward bound for Kalamat^ 

Some fourteen years or more ago. 

Well, as we scudded just below 
The Rock of Gib, the Jew was towld 

Some offal overboard to throw ; 
Now, how it was he lost his howld, 
I can't quite say, but in the sea he rowll'd !" 



** Altho' he was a dirty Jew, 

A rope I chuck'd him which he caught, 
But, as I towards the ship him drew. 

There came into my mind the thought, 

That now to be baptised he ought 
Before he died ; and so I cried, 

* Now, if your ugly nose is brought 
On board again, will ye decide 
Those Jewish rites o' yours to lay aside ?* 
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" He said he would not, so I let 

Him sink ! then pulFd him up and said, 

* Have you become a Christian yet ?' 
He sobb'd out * No,' so down his head 
Went under, till I thought him dead ! 

But when I puU'd him up, he sign'd 
That he, at last, was convartM ! 

So then I thought, it would be kind 
To cut the rope, for fear he'd change his mind !" 
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ON THE DEATH OF THE PRINCESS 

ALICE. 

DECEMBER I4, 1 878. 

A GIANT sorrow lies upon the land, 

That throws its shadow o'er the boundless wave, 
And lays, alas ! its grieving mournful hand 

On every shore that British waters lave, 

A sorrow that will e'en make weep the brave ! 
A sorrow that will breathe its sadd'ning breath 

On rich and poor, and end not with the grave: 
The wingW messenger hath come, and saith 
Our fairest daughter sleeps, alas ! the sleep of death ! 

r'air was she aye ! few fairer women seen 

Than our good Princess Alice, who was born 

To grace the hearth and homeof England's Queen. 
And who could niore a hearth and home adorn 
Than her whom nations far and wide now 
mourn ? 

Whose form was fairer not than was her mind. 
For by her was the cultur'd mantle worn 

Of grace and rare intelligence combin'd, 
A father's noble love around her had entwin'd. 
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And well did she a father's love repay 

When fell upon his frame that sickness dread 
Which caus'd throughout our Isles a dire 
dismay, 
The like as ne'er in Britain 'fore was spread ; 
All know how nobly she beside his bed 
Both day and night, with gentle hand, was seen 

Soothing the pains that press'd his aching head; 
And, when there came at last death's closing 
scene, 
How she assuag'd the anguish of our widow'd 
Queen! 



And all well know how she, with sister's love, 

Attended at a dying brother's side. 
When millions bent the knee to Clod above 
In pray'r that England's Prince might with us 

bide. 
How, fearless of the fever's noxious tide, 
She nurs'd him as he day by day grew worse. 
Till, when her loving care had stay'd Death's 
stride. 
It seem'd as though the very universe 
Gave heartfelt thanks to God, and bless'd our 
" Royal nurse." 
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E'en when she left us for a foreign soil 

Th* adopted daughter of another race, 
We moum'd her loss, and hardy sons of toil 
Bid her God speed, and bless'd her fair young 

face. 
Then seem*d it that there was a void, a space 
Unfiird within the land, and far and wide 

All felt that none could fill the vacant place 
Of her, our fairest daughter, England's pride, 
Who grac'd the Fatherland, a Prince's noble 
bride ! 



How good and happy was her life, till came 
That dire disease, that sow'd its fatal seed 
Within her home, and spread its scorching ilame 
On husband, children, with a lightning speed ! 
Then was her noble nature shown indeed ! 
For, as th' invidious fever seiz'd its prey. 

Nought could the wondrous tenderness ex- 
ceed 
With which she nurs'd her dear ones day by day 
As one by one they each in turn at Death's door 
lay. 
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It seem'd as though God's mercy spar'd her life 
Till wife and mother's noble task was done, 

For all she lov'd escap'd the direful strife 

Of death that rag'd around her home, save one. 
The dear lov'd sister of her darling son. 

Whose boyish tears so griev'd the mother's breast, 
That, though forewarn'd all close embrace to 
shun. 

She sooth'd him in her loving arms to rest ; 
Then was, alas ! that kiss, that kiss of Death imprest. 

The shutter'd window and the drap'd church wall 
Do but a nation's outward sorrow tell, 

But deep within the sadden'd hearts of all 

Who in the wide-spread realms of Albion dwell. 
There tolls a grief that is no passing knell : 

A grief that like a troubled surging wave 
Comes o'er us with its overwhelming swell ; 

A grief that paints the picture of two brave 
Great nations weeping o'er a dear lov'd daughter's 
grave ! 
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THE VILLAGE CHURCH. 

I STOOD in thought, one Sabbath day, 
'Neath shade of silver birch, 

And watch'd the people on their way 
Towards the village church ; 

Watch'd them as their path they trod. 

To worship in the House of God. 

First came two children, hand in hand ; 

Their little patt'ring feet 
Too tiny seem to e*en withstand 

The pebbles that they meet 
And thus it was their path they trod, 
To worship in the House of God. 

Then next a poor old man pass'd by, 

With feeble tottVing tread, 
With many a groan and many a sigh. 

And shake of palsied head. 
And thus it was his path he trod, 
To worship in the House of God. 
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And then an orphan school there came, 

In rows of two and two, 
With bonnets grey, all dress'd the same 

In frocks of chequered blue. 
And thus it was their path they trod, 
To worship in the House of God. 

Then came the village belle, in pride 

Of silken skirt so smart ; 
In vain had many a rustic tried 

To win her maiden heart. 
And thus it was her path she trod, 
To worship in the House of God. 

And then one came who seem'd to pick 

His way with anxious mind; 
But when I saw his tapping stick, 

I knew that he was blind. 
And thus it was his path he trod. 
To worship in the House of God. 

The village Squire then crossed the stile 
With grown-up daughters three; 

A cheery word and kindly smile 
For all who passed had he. 

And thus it was his path he trod. 

To worship in the House of God. 
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And then on crutch a cripple came, 
A weak and pale-face'd boy ; 

On village green the merry game 
Alas ! no more his joy. 

And thus it was his path he trod, 

To worship in the House of God. 

A fair-hair'd child, an old man bent 
With years one scarce could tell. 

Then passed ; and, as their way they went, 
I thought of " Little Nell." 

And thus it was their path they trod, 

To worship in the House of God. 

And onward on their way they go 

Along the village path. 
To reap the blessings that will flow 

From pure and simple faith. 
So ever may that path be trod, 
Which leads the sinner to his God. 



THE END. 
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*' A very bright, healthy, simply-told story." — Standard, 
"There is not a dull page in the book." — Scotsman, 

TOWER HALLOWDEANE. 2 vols., 21s. 
TOXIE : a Tale. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

TRUST, The ; an Autobiography. By jEAN LE 
Peur. 3 vols., 3 is. 6d. 

TRUE WOMEN. By Katharine Stuart. 3 vols., 
31S. 6d. 

TWIXT CUP AND LIP. By Mary Lovett- 
Cameron. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co., 10, Southampton St., Strand. 
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TWIXT HAMMER AND ANVIL. By Frank 
Lee Benedict, author of "St. Simon's Niece/' 
" Miss Dorothy's Charge," etc. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

TWIXT WIFE AND FATHERLAND. 2 vols. 

2 IS. ' 

** It is some one who has caught her (Baroness Tautphoeus') gift of telling 
a charming story in the boldest manner, and of forcing us to take an interest 
in her characters, which writers, far better from a literary point of view^, can 
never approach." — Athenceum, 

TWO STRIDES OF DESTINY. By S. Brookes 
BUCKLEE. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

NDER PRESSURE. By T. E. Pemberton, 

2 vols., 2 IS. 

ERY OLD QUESTION, A : a Novel. By 
T. Edgar Pemberton, Author of "Under 
Pressure," &c. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

" For 'tis a question left us yet to prove, 
Whether love lead fortune or else fortune love." — Hamlet. 

VIOLET fMORTIMER, By Frances Noble. 3 
vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

AGES : a Story. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

WANDERING FIRES. By Mrs. M. C. Despard, 
author of " Chaste as Ice," &c. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

WEIMAR'S TRUST. By Mrs. Edward Christian. 
3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

WHAT OLD FATHER THAMES SAID. By 
CouTTS Nelson. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

WIDOW UNMASKED, The; or, the Firebrand 
' in the Family. By FLORA F. Wylde. 3 vols., 
3is.6d. 

WILL IS THE CAUSE OF WOE : a Novel. By 

the author of "Dacia Singleton," " What Money Can't Do," 
" A Winter Tour in Spain," &c. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co , 10, SoTLtbampton St., Strand. 
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WILL SHE BEAR IT ? A Tale of the Weald. 
3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

This is a clever story, easily and naturally told, and the reader's 
interest sustained throughout. ... A pleasant, readable book, such as 
we can heartily recommend." — Spectator. 

WOMAN TO BE WON, A. An Anglo-Indian 
Sketch. By Athene Brama. 2 vols, 21s. 

" She is a woman, therefore may be wooed ; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won.*' 

— ^TiTUS Andronicus, Act ii., Sc. i. 
" A welcome addition to the literature connected with the most 
picturesque of our dependencies." — Athencsum. 

*• As a tale of adventure " A Woman to be Won " is entitled to decided 
commendation. " — Graphic. 

" A more familiar sketch of station life in India .... has never beea 
written. . . ." — Nonconformist. 




POPULAR NEW NOVELS, &c.. 

EA CM COMPLE TE IN ONE VOL UME. 

DAM AND EVE'S COURTSHIP; or how to 

Write a Novel. By Jay Wye. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

ADVENTURES OF MICK CALLIGHIN, M.P.,. 

The. a Story of Home Rule; THE DE BURGHOS, a 
Romance. By W. R. Ancketill. In one Volume, with 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

AS THE FATES WOULD HAVE IT. By G. 
Beresford Fitzgerald. Crown 8vo., los. 6d. 

AT THE ELEVENTH HOUR: a Story. By 
AusTYN Graham. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

ARON OF EPPENFELD, The : a Romance^ 

with Verses. By JOHN J. Hayden. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d, 

BORN TO BE A LADY. By Katherine Hen-^ 

derson. Crown 8vo., price 7s. 6d. 

BORN TO BLUSH UNSEEN. By T. Edgar 
Pemberton, author of " Dickens's London," " A 
Very Old Question," etc. Crown 8vo., ^s, 6d. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co., 10, Southampton St., Strand. 
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BREAD UPON THE WATERS: a Novel. By 
Marie J. Hyde. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

BRIDE OF ROERVIG, The. By W. Bergsoe, 

Translated from the Danish by NiNA Francis. Crown 8vo., 
7$. 6d. 

" A charmingly fresh and simple tale, which was well worth translating, 
and has been translated well." — AthefUBum. 

' • There is a strong human interest throughout the story, and it abounds 
with little snatches of description, which are full of poetic grace and charm. 
. . . The translator has been most successful in preserving the spirit and 
genuine Norse flavour of the original." — Scotsman, 

BRITISH SUBALTERN, The. By an Ex- 
Subaltern. One vol., 7s. 6d. 

BROKEN TRYST, The. By Maxwell Gray. 
Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

BURIED PAST, The : a Novel. Crown 8vo, price 

7s. 6d. 

' ' In the short space at our command it is impossible to do this volume 
justice. It is a pleasant change from the highly-coloured sensationalism of 
the present day, and we can faithfully pronounce it the best novel we have 
Tead for some time." — Civil Service Gazette, 

BUILDING UPON SAND. By Elizabeth J 

Lysaght. Crown 8vo., los. 6d. 

BROAD OUTLINES OF LONG YEARS IN 

AUSTRALIA. By Mrs. HENRY JONES, of Binnum Binnum. 
Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

HRISTIERN THE WICKED : an Historical 
Tale. By H. S. Tagson. (The Author's Translation.) 
Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

CINDERELLA : a new version of an old Story. 

Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

CLARA PONSONBY : a Novel. By ROBERT Bev- 
ERIDGE. I vol. crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

CLEWBEND, The. By MOY Ella. Crown 8vo., 

7s. 6d. 

COOMB DESERT. By G. W. FiTZ. Crown 8vo., 

7s. 6d. 

CORALIA ; a Plaint of Futurity. By the Author of 

** Pyrna.'' Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

AISY AND THE EARL. By CONSTANCE 

Howell. Crown Svo. 7s. 6d. 
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DISCORD, A : a Story. By AlEth Willeson. 

I vol., crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

DISINTERRED. From the Boke of a Monk of 

Garden Abbey. By T. ESMONDE. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

|ARL OF EFFINGHAM, The. By Lalla 

M'DowELL, Author of " How we learned to Help 
Ourselves." Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

EMERGING FROM THE CHRYSALIS. By J. 

F. N iCHOLLS. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

AIR MAID OF TAUNTON, The : a Tale of 
the Siege. By Elizabeth M. Alford. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

FERNVALE : Some Pages of Elsie's Life. By 
Harry Buchanan. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

FLORENCE ; or Loyal Quand MSme. By FRANCES 

Armstrong. Crown 8vo, 5s., cloth. Post free. 
" A very charming love story, eminently pure and lady-like in tone." — 
Civil Service Review, 

FOR TWO YEARS. By Vectis. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

FRIEDEMANN BACH ; or, the Fortunes of an 
Idealist. Adapted from the German of A. E. Brachvogel. 
By the Rev. J. Walker, B.C.L. Dedicated, with permission, 
to H.R.H. the Princess Christian of Schleswig-Hol- 
STEIN. I vol., crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

FROM A BED OF ROSES. By Cuthbert Hope. 

Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

REGORS, The : a Cornish Story. By Jane 
H. Spettigue. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 




I ARRINGTON ; or, the Exiled Royalist : a tale 

of the Hague. By FREDERICK SPENCER BIRD. 
Crown 8vo., price 7s. 6d. 

HOUSE OF ACHENDAROCH, The : or, an Old 
Maid's Love-Story. By M. Emily Cameron. Crown 8vo., 
7s. 6d. 

Insidious thief, the: a Tale for Humble 
Folks. By One of Themselves. Crown 8vo, 5s. 
Second Edition. 

IN TROPIC SEAS : a Tale of the Spanish Main. 
By W. Westall. Author of " Tales and Legends of Saxony 
and Lusatia." Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co., 10, Southampton St., Strand. 
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IN THE SPRING OF MY LIFE : a Love Story. 
By the Princess Olga CantacuzIine. Translated from the 
French by Madame Klaus, with the author's approval 
Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

INTRICATE PATHS. By C. L. J. S. Crown 
8vo, ys, 6d. 

OHN FENN'S WIFE. By Maria Lewis. 

Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

|ADY blanche, the. By HAROLD St. 

Clair. Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

LALAGE. By Augusta Chambers. Crown Svo, 
7s. 6d. 

LEAVES FROM AN OLD PORTFOLIO. By 
Eliza Mary Barron. Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

LITTLE ALPINE FOX-DOG, The: a Love 
Story. By CECIL Clarke. Crown Svo, js, 6d. 

LILIAN. By G Beresford Fitz Gerald, author 

of " As the Fates Would Have It." Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF AN UNFORTU- 
NATE AUTHOR, The. Written by Himself. Crown Svo. 
7s. 6d. 

LOVED AND UNLOVED : a Story. By Harriet 

Davis. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

LOVE THE LEVELLER: a Tale. Crown Svo, 
7s. 6d. 

ARGARET MORTIMER'S SECOND HUS- 
BAND. By Mrs. HiLLS. i vol., 7s. 6d. 

MARJORY'S FAITH. By Florence Harding. 

Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

MARRIED FOR MONEY, i vol., los. 6d. 

MARTIN LAWS : a Story. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

MAUD LEATHWAITE : an Autobiography. By 
Beatrice A. Jourdan, author of " The Journal of a Waiting 
Gentlewoman." Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co., 10, Southampton St., Strand. 
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MERRY AND GRAVE. By Peter Athelby. 

Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

MILES : a Town Story. By SiGMA. Author of 

" Fan." Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

MISTRESS OF LANGDALE HALL, The : a 

Romance of the West Riding. By RosA Mackenzie 
Kettle. Complete in one handsome volume, with Frontis- 
piece and Vignette by Percival Skelton. 4s., post free. 

"The story is interesting and very pleasantly written, and for the sake df 
both author and publisher, we cordially wish it the reception it deserves. ' 
— Saturday Review. 

MUSICAL TALES, PHANTASMS, AND 

SKETCHES. From the German of EusE Polko. By M. 
Prime Maudslay. Dedicated (with permission) to Sir 
Julius Benedict. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 
Also Second Series of the above, uniform in size and price. 

EGLECTED ; a Story of Nursery Education 
Forty Years Ago. By Miss Julia Luard. Crown 
Bvo., 5s., cloth. 

NEW-FASHIONED TORY, A. By "West 

Somerset.." i vol., crown Svo.^ 7s. 6d. 
NORTONDALE CASTLE, i vol., 7s. 6d. 
NOT TO BE BROKEN. By W. A. Chandler. 

Crown Bvo., los. 6d 

NE FOR ANOTHER. By Emma C. Wait. 

Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

HIUS MOTHER, and other 'Stories. By the 
author of " The Wynnes," " Aggesden Vicar- 
age," " Regent Rosalind," etc. Crown 8vo., 5s. 
POPPLEWAGS. By Chrome. In ornamental cover, 
28. 6d. 

PUTTYPUrS PROTEGEE ; or Road, Rail, and 
River. A Story in Three Books. By Henry George 
Churchill. Crown 8vo., (uniform with "The Mis- 
tress of Langdale Hall'O, with 14 illustrations by Wallis 
Mackay. Post free, 4s. Second edition. 

" It is a lengthened and diversified farce, full of screaming fun and comic 
delineation — a reflection of Dickens, Mrs. Malaprop, and Mr. Boucicault, 
and dealing with various descriptions of social life. We have read and 
laughed, pooh-poohed, and read again, ashamed of our interest, but our 
interest has been too strong for our shame. Readers may do worse than 
surrender themselves to its melo-dramatic enjoyment. From tide-page to 
colophon, only Dominie Sampson's epithet can describe it — it is * pro- 
digious.' ''—British Quarterly Review. 
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E AL AND UNREAL : Tales of Both Kinds. 
By Harriet Olivia Boddington. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

REIGN OF ROSAS, The, or South American 

Sketches. By E. C Fernau. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

REGENT ROSALIND : a Story. By the author of 
" Workaday Briars," &c. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

RENRUTH. By Henry Turner. Crown 8vo., 

7s. 6d. 
ROSE AND JOSEPHINE : a Story translated from 

the French by Edith H. Owen. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 
ROSIE AND HUGH ; or, Lost and Found. By 

Helen C. Nash, i vol., crown 8vo., 6s. 

ACRIFICE TO HONOUR, A. By Mrs. Henry 

Lyttelton Rogers. Crown Svo., 7s. ^d. 
ST. NICHOLAS' EVE, and other Tales. By Mary 

C. Rowsell. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

SIBYLLE'S STORY. By Octave Feuillet. 

Translated by Margaret Watson. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

SIR AUBYN'S HOUSEHOLD. By Sigma. 

Author of " Fan." Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

SKYWARD AND EARTHWARD : a Tale. By 
Arthur Penrice. i vol. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

SOLE REWARD OF SO MUCH LOVE, The. 
By Dainton Baines. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

SOPHIA : a Novel. By Jane Ashton. Crown 

Svo., 7s. 6d. 

SORRENTINA. By Gina Rose. Crown 8vo., 
7s. 6d. 

SO SINKS THE DAY STAR: The Story of Two 
Lovings and a Liking. By James Keith. Crown Svo., 
7s. 6d. 

SPOILT LIVES. By Mrs. Raper. Cr. 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

STANLEY MEREDITH : a Tale by " Sabina." 

Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

STAR OF HOPE, The, and other Tales. By VlC- 
toria Stewart. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

STILL UNSURE. By C. Vane, Author of " Sweet 
Bells Jangled." Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

Samuel Tinsley & Oo., 10» &ou\3;i^xDL^\»^Tk &t.. Strand. 
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SWEET IDOLATRY. By Miss Anstruther. 

Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

SURGEON'S SECRET, The. By Sydney Mos- 

TYN, Author of " Kitty's Rival," etc. Crown 8vo., los. 6d. 

"A most exciting novel — the best on our list. It may be fairly recom- 
mended as a very extraordinary book." — John Bull. 

SUSSEX IDYL, A. By Clementina Black. 

Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

iHROUGH HARDSHIPS TO LORDSHIPS. 

By Flora Eaton. Crown Svc, 7s. 6d. 

TEN TIMES PAID : a Story of the South. By 
Bruton Blosse. Crown Bvo., 7s. 6d. 

TIM'S CHARGE. By Amy Campbell, i vol.. 

Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

TOUCH NOT THE NETTLE : a Story. By Alec 

Fearon. Crown Svo. 7s. 6d. 

TRUE STORY OF HUGH NOBLE'S FLIGHT, 

The. By the Authoress of " What Her Face Said." los. 6d. 

NTO WHICH SHE WAS NOT BORN. 

By Ellen Gadesden. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 





AGABOND CHARLIE. By "Vagabond." 

I vol. crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

VANDELEURS OF RED TOR, The. A Tale of 
South Devon. By Theodore Russell Monro. Crown 8vo., 
7s. 6d. 

VANESSA FAIRE. By George Joseph. Crown 

8vo., 7 s. 6d. 
VIKING, The. By M. R. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

ALTER FORBES. By A. A. Crown 8vo., 
7s. 6d. 

WEBS OF LOVE. (I. A Lawyer's Device. II. 

Sancta Simplicitas.) By G. E. H. i vol., Crown 8vo., los. 6d. 

WHO CAN TELL } By Mere Hazard. Crown 

8vo., 7s. 6d. 

WIDOW OF WINDSOR, A. By Annie Gaskell. 

Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co., 10, Southampton St., Straud. 
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WOMAN THAT SHALL BE PRAISED, The: 

a Novel. By Hilda Reay. i voL, Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

"Decidedly well written, attractive, and readable. . . . The characters 
stand out as if they had been pondered over and worked at ; the circum- 
stances are fresh and natural ; the style is pure, and the thoughts refined." 
— AihencButn, 

WOMAN'S AMBITION. By M. L. Lyons, i vol., 

7s. 6d. 

E OUTSIDE FOOLS; or, Glimpses Inside 
the Stock Exchange. By Erasmus Pinto, Broker. 
Crown 8vo., 5s. 

YE VAMPYRES! A Legend of the National 
Betting Ring, showing what became of it. By the Spectre. 
In striking Illustrated Cover, price 2s., post free. 

YOUTH OF THE PERIOD, The. By J. F. Shaw 

Kennedy, Esq., late 79th Highlanders. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 





BOOKS OF TRAVEL, &c. 

HE POPE AND THE KING— Pius the Ninth 

and Victor Emmanuel ; and the War between Church 
and State in Italy. By A. Gallenga, author of " Italy 
Revisited," " Country Life in Piedmont," etc. 2 vols., Svo., 

30s. 

TWO YEARS OF THE EASTERN QUESTION. 

By A. Gallenga (of the Times), author of "Italy Re- 
visited," "Country Life in Piedmont," "The Invasion of 
Denmark," etc. 2 vols., 8vo., price 30s. 

The Times says : — "A more thorough exposure of the rottenness of the 
Turkish System was never penned ; and Mr. Freeman and Mr. Gladstone 
tnust rejoice when they peruse page after page which, to use a familiar ex- 
pression, does not leave on the Turks 'the face of a dog.' But Mr. 

Gallenga did not visit Constantinople to quarrel, but to observe the various 
phases of the Eastern Question as it passed from diplomatic remonstrances 
to provincial outbreaks, to Bulgarian atrocities, to the Servian war, to the 
Armistice, to the Conference, to renewed Protocols, and at last to this war 

"between Russia and Turkey Extraordinary opportunities fell into 

Mr. Gallenga's way, and in these very interesting volumes he has availed 
himself of them to the full." 
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ITALY REVISITED. By A. Gallenga. Author 
of "Italy, Past and Present," "Country Life in Piedmont, 
etc. 2 vols., demy 8vo., 30s. Second Edition. 

Times, Nov. 11, 1876.— "Mr. Gallenga's new volumes on Italy will be- 
welcome to those who care for an unprejudiced account of the prospects and 
present condition of the country. . . .In noticing Mr. Gallenga's most 
interesting volumes, we have been obliged to confine ourselves chiefly ta 
topics of grave and national importance, and we wish we could also have 
done justice to his impressions of the Italy he revisited as seen in its lighter 
and social aspects." 

Spectator, Nov. 20, 1876.— "The two volumes abound in interesting, 
matter, with vivid sketches of places and persons, — Florence for instance,— 
Garibaldi and Mazzini. The personal reminiscences, too, of the author's, 
bloodless campaign with Prince Napoleon in 1859 are notably interesting." 

UNTRODDEN SPAIN, and her Black Country. 
Being Sketches of the Life and Character of the Spaniard of 
the Interior. By Hugh JaiMES Rose, M.A., of Oriel College, 
Oxford. In 2 vols., 8vo., price 30s. (Second Edition,) 

The Times says — " These volumes form a very pleasing commentary on- 
a land and a people to which Englishmen will always turn with sympathetic 
interest." 

The Saturday Review says— ''His title of 'Untrodden Spain' is no 
misnomer. He leads us into scenes and among classes of Spaniards where few 

Enghsh writers have preceded him We can only recommend our 

readers to get it and search for themselves. Those who are most intimately 
acquainted with Spain will best appreciate its vaned excellence." 

The Spectator says — "The author's kindliness is as conspicuous as his 
closeness of observation and fairness of judgment ; his sympathy with the 
people inspires his pen as happily as does his artistic appreciation of the 
country ; and both have combined in the production of a work of striking 
novelty and sterling value." 

The Standard says— " It is fresh, life-like, and chatty, and is written by 
a man who is accustomed to look below the surface of things. " 

The Athensaum says — '• We regret that we cannot make further extracts 
for • Untrodden Spain ' is by far the best book upon Spanish peasant life 
that we have ever met with." 

OVER THE BORDERS of CHRISTENDOM and 

ESLAMIAH ; or, Travels in the Summer of 1875 through 
Hungary, Slavonia, Servia, Bosnia, Herzegovina, Dalmatia, 
and Montenegro to the North of Albania. By James Creagh^ 
author of * A Scamper to Sebastopol.' 2 vols., large post 8vo. 
2i;s. 

CANTON AND THE BOGUE : the Narrative of 
an eventful six months in China. By Walter William 
MUNDY. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

TRAVEL AND SPORT IN BURMAH, SIAM, 
AND THE MALAY PENINSULA. By John Bradley. 

Post 8V0., I2S. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co., 10, Southampton St., Strand. 
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TO THE DESERT AND BACK ; or Travels in 
Spain, the Barbary States, Italy, etc., in 1875-76. By ZOUCH 
H. TURTON. One vol. large post 8vo. 12s. 

Vew and Cheaper Bdition of Mr. Mintnrn's " Travels West." 

TRAVELS WEST. By William Minturn. Large 

post 8vo., price 7s. 6d. 

The Dally News says — "An unpretending volume of travel, the author 
of which describes in a lively vein what he saw and heard in a recent 
journey from New York to St Louis, thence to Salt Lake City and Cali- 
fornia, and back by Omaha and Chicago into Canada." 

Public Opinion says— " A charming book, full of anecdotes of Western 
American' travel, and in which, the author, who travelled from New York 
across the whole American Western desert, gives his experience of a country 
•almost unknown to European colonists. We wish we could transcribe 
some of the very clear descriptions of scenery, life, and manners in which 
this book abounds." 

The Queen says — "Mr. Minturn writes easily and pleasantly, and gives 

us vivid pictures of the marvellous scenery The whole tone of Mr. 

Minturn's book is pleasant to the English reader. . . in a word, good sense 
•and culture contribute to make the volume well worth the attention of those 
"who are interested in travel on the American Continent." 

Vanity Fair says — " Some of our ablest authors have failed in the endea- 
vour to depict American life and society. The author of the present work, 
however, is an American by birth who has spent most of his life in Europe, 
and he describes his return to America and his tour through the States in a 

very interesting volume Altogether the work is well-written and 

interesting." 

The Literary World says — " A trip across America is a grand thing for 
the tourist, English or American, in the course of his career. Anyone 
contemplating such a journey should have a look at Mr. Minturn's book." 

AMONG THE CARLISTS. By John Furley, 

author of "Struggles and Experiences of a Neutral Volunteer." 
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

HOW I SPENT MY TWO YEARS* LEAVE ; or, 

My Impressions of the Mother Country, the Continent of 
Europe, the United States of America, and Canada. By an 
Indian Officer. In one vol., 8vo. Price 12s. 

SYRIA AND EGYPT UNDER THE LAST FIVE 

SULTANS OF TURKEY; being the Experiences during 
fifty years of Mr. Consul-General Barker, with explanatory 
remarks to the present day, by his son, Edward B. B. Ba>r- 
KER, H.B.M. Consul. In 2 vols. 8vo. 

ROBA DITALI A ; or, Italian Lights and Shadows : 
a record of Travel. By Charles W. HecketHORN. In 2 
vols., 8vo., price 30s. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co., 10, Southampton St.> Strand* 
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MALTA SIXTY YEARS AGO. With a Concise 

History of the Order of St. John of Jerusalem, the Crusades, 
and Knights Templars. By Col. Claudius Shaw. Hand- 
somely bound in cloth, los. 6d., gilt edges, 12s. 




MISCELLANtOUS. 

[slam ; its Origin, Genius, and Mission. By 
John Joseph Lake, author of "Notes and Essays 
on the Christian Religion." Crown 8vo., price 5s. 

ANOTHER WORLD ; or, Fragments from the Star 
City of Montalluyah. By Hermes. Third Edition, revised, 
with additions. Post 8vo., price 12s. 

BYRON BIRTHDAY BOOK, The. Edited by 
James Burrows. Handsomely bound, 3s. 

DICKENS'S LONDON : or, London in the Works 

of Charles Dickens. By T. Edgar Pemberton, author of 
*' Under Pressure." Crown 8vo., 6s. 

EPITAPH I AN A ; or, the Curiosities of Churchyard 

Literature : being a Miscellaneous Collection of Epitaphs, with 

an Introduction. By W. Fairley. Crown Bvo., cloth, 

price 5s. Post free. 

• ' Entertaining. "—Pall Mall Gazette. 

*' A capital collection." — Court Circular. 

".A very readable volume." — Daily Review. 

"A most interesting book." — Leeds Mercury, 

" Interesting and amusing." — Nonconformist. 

" Particularly entertaining." — Public Opinion. 
, "A curious and entertaining volume." — Oxford Chronicle. 

"A very interesting collection." — Civil Service Gazette, 

ETYMONIA. In i vol., crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

FACT AGAINST FICTION. The Habits and 

Treatment of Animals Practically Considered. Hydrophobia 
and Distemper. With some remarks on Darwin. By the 
Hon. Grantley F. Berkeley. 2 vols. 8vo., 30s. 

MOVING EARS. By the Ven. Archdeacon Weak- 
head. Rector of Newtown, Kent i vol., crown 8vo., 5s. 

NOTES AND ESSAYS ON THE CHRISTIAN 

RELIGION : Its Philosophical Principles and its Enemies. 
By John Joseph Lake. Crown 5vo., -price ys, 6d. 
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OUR INDIAN EMPIRE : the History of the Won- 

derful Rise of British Supremacy in Hindustan. By the Rev. 

Samuel Norwood, B.A., Head Master of the Grammar 

School, Whalley. Crown 8vo.,/ 7s. 6d. 
SOCIAL ARCHITECTURE; or, Reasons and 

Means for the Demolition and Reconstruction of the Social 

Edifice. By An Exile from France. Demy 8vo., i6s. 
THERESE HENNES, AND HER MUSICAL 

EDUCATION : a Biographical Sketch. By her Father. 

Translated from the German MS. by H. Mannheimer. 

Crown 8vo., 5s. 

THE PHYSIOLOGY OF THE SECTS. Crowa 

8vo., price 5s. 

THE RISE AND DECAY OF THE RULE OF 
ISLAM. By Archibald J. Dunn. Large post 8vo., 12s. 




POETRY, &c. 

IRVELON : a Poem. By W. J. DAWSON. Fcp. 
8vo., 4s. 6d. 

BYRON BIRTHDAY BOOK, The. Edited by 

James Burrows. Handsomely bound, 3s. 
DEATH OF iEGEUS, The, and other Poems. 

By W. H. A, Emra. Fcp. 8vo., ss. 

EMPEROR AND THE GALILEAN, The: a 

Drama in two parts. Translated from the Norwegian of 
Henrik Ibsen, by Catherine Ray. In i vol., crown 8vo.,. 
7s. 6d. 

FARM, The: Incidents and Occurrences thereat. 

By D. W. Slann. With Songs and Music. Crown 8vo.> 

price 6s. 
FAREWELL TO LIFE ; or Lyrical Reminiscence.^ 

of British Peers in Art. With a Biographical Sketch of the 

late Patrick Nasmyth. By Richard Langley. Dedicated 

to Sir Francis Grant, President of the Royal Academy. Fcp* 

8vo., price 3s. 6d. 
GRANADA, AND OTHER POEMS. By M. 

Sabiston. Fcp. 8vo., 4s. 
HELEN, and other Poems. By HUBERT CURTIS. 

Fcp. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

KEN WITH, and other Poems. By Eliza Down, 

Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 
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MARY DESMOND, AND OTHER POEMS. 
By Nicholas J. Gannon. Fcp. 8vo., 4s., cloth. Second 
Edition. 

MISPLACED LOVE. A Tale of Love, Sin, Sorrow, 

and Remorse, i vol., crown 8vo., 5s. "■ 

POEMS AND SONNETS. By H. Greenhough 
Smith, B.A. Fcp. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

REGENT, The : a Play in Five Acts and Epilogue. 
By J. M. Chanson. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

RITUALIST'S PROGRESS, The; or, a Sketch 

of the Reforms and Ministrations of the Rev. Septimus Alban, 
Member of the E.C.U., Vicar of S. Alicia, Sloperton. By 
A B WiLDERED Parishioner. Fcp. 8vo., 2S. 6d., cloth. 

SOUL SPEAKS, The, and other Poems. By 
Francis H. Hemery. In wrapper, is. 

SUMMER SHADE AND WINTER SUNSHINE 

Poems. By RosA Mackenzie Kettle, author of "The 
Mistress of Langdale Hall." New Edition. 2s.6d., cloth. 

THROUGH DEATH TO LIFE. Sonnets. By 
George Barlow. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

WEAK MOMENTS. By Xoc. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

WITCH OF NEMI, The, and other Poems. By 
Edward Brennan. Crown 8vo., los. 6d. 




PAMPHLETS, &c. 

|LFRED THE GREAT: an Opera in Four 
Acts. By Isaac Hearnden. In wrapper, price is. 

ALPERTON GHOST, The: a Story. By Miss 
F. H. Waldy. Price 6d., post free. 

ANOTHER ROW AT DAME EUROPA'S 
SCHOOL. Showing how John's Cook made an Irish Stew, 
and what came of it. 6d,, sewed. 

*'ANY WOMAN WILL DO FOR A MAN:" a 

Warning to those about to Marry. In wrapper, 6d., post free. 
(Now ready. New Edition, price 3d.) 
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BALAK AND BALAAM IN EUROPEAN COS- 
TUME. By the Rev. James Kean, M. A., Assistant to the 
Incumbent of Markinch, Fife. 6d., sewed. 

BATTLE OF THE TITLE, The : showing how 

Will Happirok and Tommy Hyghe tried to get into office and 
failed. In wrapper, is., post free. 

CONFESSIONS OF A WEST-END USURER. 

In illustrated cover, price is., post free. 

DIFFICULTIES OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. 
By a Young Beginner. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d: 

ETERNAL PUNISHMENT. The Doctrine of the 

Everlasting Torment of the Wicked shown to be Unscriptural. 
In wrapper, is., post free. 

FALL OF MAN, The : an Answer to Mr.Darwin's 
" Descent of Man ; " being a Complete Refutation, by common- 
sense arguments, of the Theory of Natural Selection, is., sewed. 

GOLDEN PATH, The: a Poem. By Isabella 
Stuart. 6d., sewed. 

GREAT FIGHT, The, BETWEEN THE BEAR 

AND THE TURKEY. Its Origin and Probable Results. 
By a Young Lion. In wrapper, price 6d., post free. 

HOW THE FIRE WAS KINDLED, AND 

HOW THE WATER BOILED ; or, Lessons in Agitation. 
In wrapper, is. 

IRISH COLLAPSE, The; or. Three Months of 
Home Rule : Vision of Confusion. Dedicated to the Right 
Hon. the Earl of Beaconsfield. By the Member for Donny- 
BROOK. In wrapper, is., post free. 

LETTER TO THE QUEEN, A, ON HER 

RETIREMENT FROM PUBLIC LIFE. By One of Her 
Majesty's most Loyal Subjects. In wrapper, price is., post 
free. 

MISTRESSES AND MAIDS. By Hubert 

Curtis, author of " Helen," &c. Price id. 

NEW ZEALANDER, The, ON LONDON 

BRIDGE ; or. Moral Ruins of the Modem Babylon. By a 
M.L.C. In wrapper, price is. 

OLD TABLE, The : a Story for the Young. In 
wrapper, is., post free. 
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ON THE MISMANAGEMENT OF THE PUBLIC 

RECORD OFFICE. By J. Pym Yeatman, Barrister-at- 
Law. In wrapper, price is. 

OLD CHURCH KEY, The. By the Rev. W. H. 

A. Emra. In wrapper, price 6d., post free. 
PEACE WITH HONOUR. A Narrative of Sundry 

Family Quarrels. Showing especially how the last quarrel 
was settled, and by whom, and what people sai^of the peace- 
makers. In wrapper, is. 

PUZZLES FOR LEISURE HOURS, Original 
and Selected. Edited by Thomas Owen. In ornamental 
wrapper, price is., post free. 

REAL AND THE IDEAL, The, THE BEAUTI- 
FUL AND THE TRUE ; or, Art in the Nineteenth 
Century ; a Plain Treatise for Plain People, containing a new 
and startling Revelation for the Pre-Raphaelites. By a Rustic 

RUSKIN.^ 2S.6d. 

REDBREAST OF CANTERBURY CATHE- 
DRAL, The : Lines from the Latin of Peter du Moulin, 
sometime a Prebendary of Canterbury. Translated by the 
Rev. F. B. Wells, M. A., Rector of Woodchurch. Handsomely 
bound, price is. x 

SKETCHES IN CORNWALL. By M. F. Bragge. 

In Wrapper, price is. 

TALE OF AN OLD HOUSE (The). By S. H. W. 

In wrapper, is. 

TICHBORNE AND ORTON AUTOGRAPHS, 

The ; comprising Autograph Letters of Roger Tichborne,. 
Arthur Orton (to Mary Ann Loder), and the Defendant (early 
letters to Lady Tichborne, &c.), in facsimile. In wrapper, 
price 6d. 

TWELVE NATIONAL BALLADS (First Series) 
Dedicated to Liberals of all classes. By Philhelot, of 
Cambridge. In ornamental cover, price 6d., post free. 

TRUE FLEMISH STORY, A. By the author of 
"The Eve of St. Nicholas." In wrapper, is. 

USE AND ABUSE OF IRRATIONAL . ANI- 
MALS, The ; with some Remarks on the Essential Moral 
Difference between Genuine "Sport" and the Horrors of 
Vivisection. In wrapper, price is., post free. 
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BOOKS FOB THE YOUNG. 
|DVENTURES OF TOM HANSON, The; 

Or, Brave Endeavours Achieve Success; a Story for 

Boys. By FiRTH Garside, M.A. 5s. Illustrated. Hand- 
somely bound. 

BYRON ^IRTrfDAY BOOK, The. Edited by 

James Burrows. Handsomely bound, 3s. 

HARRY'S BIG BOOTS : a Fairy Tale, for " Smalle 
Folke." By S. E. Gay. With 8 Full-page Illustrations and 
a Vignette by. the author, drawn on wood by Percival 
Skelton. Crown 8vo., handsomely bound in cloth, price 5s. 
" Some capital fun will be found in ' Harry's Big Boots.' . . The illustra 

tions are excellent and so is the story." — Pall Mall Gazette, 

PHIUS MOTHER, and other Stories. By the 
author of " The Wynnes," " Aggesden Vicarage," " Regent 
Rosalind," etc. Crown Svo., 5s. 

PLAYS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. Suitable for 

Private Theatricals, with Music for the Songs, The Words 
by the Rev. J. Barmby, B.D., late Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxford. The Music adapted, arranged, and partly 
composed by the Rev. T. Rogers, M.A., Precentor of 
Durham. In one handsome volume, price 5s. 

ROSIE AND HUGH ; a Tale for Boys and Girls. 

By Helen C. Nash, i voL, crown Svo. 6s. 

*' In ' Rosie and Hugh' we have all the elements of fiction presented in 

*the best possible form to attract boys and girls. Wholesome, pure, lively, 

with here and there a dash of humour, the book is certain to be a favourite 

Avith both parents and children A cheerful, clever work." — Morning 

Post, 

SEED-TIME AND REAPING. A Tale for the 

Young By HELEN Paterson. Crown 8vo. 5s. 

FLORENCE OR LOYAL QUAND MEME. By 

Frances Armstrong. Crown 8vo., 5s., post free. 

MILES : a Town Story. By the author of " Fan." 
Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 
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